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TOM EK 


ROYAL HIGHNESS, 


LEE 


Princeſs A N N EE 


O F 


DENMARK. 


Madam, - 
Confeſs I am fo. tranſported at the Ho- 


nour You have done this poor Play, 
that 1 know not in what Terms to pay my 
Devotion to Your Highneſs ; I am not inſen- 
ſible too of my own Unworthinels , and that 
it is a Preſumption even in the belt of this 


Kind, tothink to gain Admittance into the Cloſet 
| A 2 of 


"E157" OE 


The Epifile Dedicatory. | 


of ſo Great a Princeſs ; But when I conſider 
that no Preſent, of what Value ſoever, can 
be made ſuitable to One of Your Illuſtrious 
CharaQer , It gives me Encouragement to hope 
this Trifle 'may not be lefs Acceptable to Your 
Royal Goodneſs, than a Pitcher of Water was 
to the Great Monarch of the World, from the 
Hands of a Mean Soldier. 'Twere Prophanenels 
in me any longer to divert with my rude Pen 
| Your Divine Thoughts and Precious Moments, 
that are ſtill imployd Above, in imploring 
| - Bleflings for the Nation, and more prophane 
' to ſully the Chryſtal Mirrour of fo many In- 
| comparable Virtues with the coarſe Breath of 
Mortal Praile. 


I moſt humbly ask Leave then to withdraw 
from a Subje& ſo. much above my Capacysy 
S and Merit; (a Tak fit only for the Angels 
' Yon converſe with,) and pray my Mule may 
5. Have the Happineſs to conclude, who groans 
to be dcliverd. of her Duty, in theſe Homely, 
bur Hearry Thanks. 


Accept, 


The Epifile Dedicaory.. 


Accept, Great Princeſs, this ſmall Offering, 
This humble Mite I to your Treaſure bring, 
The poor mcan Preſcnt of a bended Muſe, 
Amidſt the Heaps of all the Wealthier Jews, 


A baniſh'd Play that tedious Years: had mourn'd, 
Bleſt with your favour, by your Smiles return'd, 


Writ and dcfign'd tor this Immortal Grace, 
E're my then happicr * Favourite took place; 
But tho' the Younger firſt the Bleſſing had, 
This brings no leſs Devotion that has ſtay'd : 
The gratctul Pcafant thus before he's ſtor'd, 
Gives his firſt Fruits of Plenty to his Lord. 
Since this had never hiv'd bat for your ſake, 
*Tis juſt I give you what your ſclf did make : 
For the Great Cyras. being but a Child, 

And in his Cradlc deſtin'd to be kilFd, 

Your Highneſs his Divine Panthea now, 

Has rais'd him both to Empire and to You. 
The God of Love, who in the Scene departs, 
Bequeaths to You his Quiver and his Darts, 
And, what 1s more, his Title to all Hearts. 
Whilſt at your Feet, the mighty Monarch lays 
His conquecr*d Crowns, as humbly I the Bays. 
Happy was He that Preſence to ingage, 


®* Earl of 
Eflex. 


That chear'd the World, and brought to Lite the Stage, 
Where the ſad Muſcs, ſince they loſt their Queen, - 


Ne'cr till that Day did tune their Songs agen. 
The raviſhd Crowds ador'd You as You rode, 

Like Spring 1n April coming firſt abroad. 

My humble Muſe, then, that did groveling lyc, 
Soard like an Eagle through the Vaulte Sky, 
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orgot 


_— 


_ Ge er Try Cond=mr'd and never Hear 


Thus &noop & your Foc, faw is Laurck frau” 
Or rabb'd by Ochers who marc favour gamn'd 


Bur Tunc be hopes. and P:ry mn four Brcaft. 
WH bring *em both wo Laje, 25 the 25 ble 


Tour Royal 


Woe 
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= TO HER 


| Fen all that we thought great and good was ge, 
"yr And the whole, World did in that Deluge drown, 

= Then monrning Cupids flagg'd their tender Wings, 

= And the ſad Muſes broktitheir warbling, Strmgs ; 

When ſhe was fled that ſhin'd with Puy bere, 
What cou'd revive the drooping Theatre ! — 

But from the Phoenix Aſhes m their Spice, 

Loe, 1 behold another Golldeſs riſe... 

All Bleſſings that with ber, great Princeſs, flew 
Can never be rr un hh m lou. 6 f jf 
The Dove i; the glad Ark was nat. ſo kind, 

Who brought the Olive, and reviv'd Mankind. 

The Laurel [od now behind our Scene, 

Like Virgil's Grotto, ſhall be ever green. 

Let conquermg William ſend abroad his Darts, 
Secure for him you rule his Peoples Hearts. 

And his ſoft Pledge only ber felf withdrew, 

Whilſt all ber Miracles ſucceed in Tow : 

Then let's to Fleavn m loudeſt Anthems ſmg 

That ſuch bright Fopes we have, and ſush a Kine 


Dramartis 


"The Ep Deir 


Forgot the Diſappointments that ſhe had, 
j Ray'd with fierce Joy, and ran with-Pleaſure mad : 
| $f Two Labours of her Brain, 'this Play the third, 
"Za4 Fare Through Spite and Envy were the Stage debarr'd, 
| Gry Caſt and neer Try'd, Condemn'd and neyer Heard. 
Thus droop'd your Poct, ſaw his Laurcls ſtain'd, 

Or robb'd by Others who more favour:gain'd ; 

But time he hopes, and Pity 1n your Breaſt, 

Will bring *em. both to Lite, as this is bleſt. 
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PROLOGUE 


Royal Highnels. 


| Hen all that we thought: great and good wt gone, 
And the whole, World did m that Deluge drown, 

When monrning Cupids flagg'd their tender Wings, 

And the ſad Muſes brokt'their warbling, Strings ; 

When ſhe was fled that ſhin'd with Pity bere, 

What cou'd revive the drooping Theatre ! —— 

But from the Phoenix Aſhes m their Spice, 

Loe, 1 behold another Golldeſs riſe... 

All Bleſſings that with ber, great Princeſs, flew, 

Can never be reftor d 48,” but m You. © 

The Dove v1; the glad Ark was nat. ſo kind, - 

Who brought the Olive, and reviv'd Mankind. 

The Laurel Lode no# behind our Scene, 

Like Virgil s Grotto, ſhall be ever green. 

Let conquermg William ſend abroad his Darts, 

Secure for him you rule bis Peoples Fdearts. 

And bis ſoft Pledge only: her felf withdrew, 

Whalſt all her Miracles ſucceed in You : 

Then let's to Heav'n in loudeſt Anthems ſing 

That ſuch bright Fopes we have, and ſuch a King. 


Dramatis 


Dram MI ARTIONS 
Grus the Great, | Ir Berzexron. . [ | ; 
Gaxares, King of Media, Ms. Smith. - ; 
Ftaſpes, Kinſman to Cyrus, Mr. Kynaſton. 
| Gaeſus, King of Lydia. 'Mf. Bowman. 
Abradatas, King of Suſa. © 26. Hudlon. : 
Artabaſus, Friend to Caxares. Mr. Thurmond. , 
Thomyris, Queen of Scythia, Mrs, Bowtell: 4 
Panthea, her Daughter. M:s. Barry. - 
Lauſaria, Daughter to Creſus. = Mrs. Bracegirdle. , 


Officers, Guards, Women, and Attendance. 


Scene the Camp near Babylon. 


x 


hmm _ 
— _ 
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Cyrus the Great. 


Acus Primus. Scxna Prima. 


The Scene a wide ſpacious Land, ruinous and almoſt cover'd 
with dead Bodies, ſupposd to be after a great Battel, 
wherein Cyrus had Overthrown Croeſus, 


Enter Cyaxares, Artabaſus, Officers and Attendants. 


TAND. 
Arts, Stand —'Tis the King's Pleaſure each Commander 
Draw up his Men, and cloſe upon this Heath. 
Cyax. How far have we to Cyrm's Camp from hence ? 
And how fac diſtant do th' Aſyriens lie ? 
Where ftands this great and mighty Babylon, 
The Miſtreſs of the World, the glorious City ? 
Whoſe proud, ambitious Arms have ſtill inclos'd 
The greateſt Emperors that ever were ? 
S0 Proud, fo Vain, and Awful was ſhe once, 
She almoſi reach'd the Heavens with her Tow?rs. 
Art, Juſt from th' aſcent of that ſmall rifing Hill, 
And but a few Miles diſtant, you may fee 
The three great Miracles of all the Earth; 
Neareſt in view your Faithful Valiant Medians, 
With all the reſt of your Confed'rates lie, 
Compos'd of fierce Hyrcanian Horle, 
Armenian Foot, and brave Cadufian Archers. 
The Troop of Cyrus own Immorcal Guards, 
The Perſian Homotyms, each nobly Born, 
Valiane and Wiſe enough to be a General —— 
Theſe are ordain'd to hold the World in Chains, 
With Cyrus, God-like Cyr at their Head. 


B 


LAX # 


© wk Cyrus the Great : Or, 


Cyax. Cyrus ! Thou ſpeak'ſt as if thou ne'er hadſt known 
Aſtzages, or.wert thy felt no Mede——— 

Anſwer me not, but as you did, go on. 

Arta. Diſtant from Cyrw's Camp, ſome ewenty Furlongs, 
And juſt as many from the Imperial Town, 

Lies thg great Army of th* Aſrian King, 

Fill'd up with fuch a multitude of Nations, 

You'd think that all the Living of the World 

Were there aſſembl'd to defie the Gods, 

Not fight with Cyrus ——— 

Betwixt theſe Armies, as the Prize of all, 

Stands the bright Virgin Queen, rich Babylon, 
Incouraging the Soldiers on each fide, 

As it ſhe ſaid, that ſhe and all the World, 

Were, till this great deciſion, ſet at Stake, 

To come in Triumph tothe Victor's Arms. ON 

Ofc, Her'Spires and Temptes ſo with Beanty thine, * 
Diu not the Smoak which from both Armies riſe, 

Eclipſe the Light, you might with wonder ſee 
She than the Sun wou'd make a brighter Day. 

Cyax. A brave Reward, more worth than is the danger ! 

But 1 unmanly, come to ſhare the Spoil, 
Without the hazarding of one poor Battel 3 
Alls done already, no more Crowns to win, 
Thols that have ſcap'd, are all for. ſhelter run 
Under the Wings. et this huge Armies Body — 
This is the Field whoſe. fad remains can tell 

Of Creſws's late and dreadful Overthrow—— 
Behold the Triumph of unſtable Fortune ! 

Are theſe the Men that made ſuch mighty noiſe ! 
How they lie low, cut off like wither'd Corn, 
Where proudly once they flouriſh'd, and grew up. 
Creſ#s the Rich, the Happy, and the Wile, 

His Scale of Fortune now that lies ſo low, 

Gives Cyr» leave to mount and touch the Sky. 

Arta. A fatal Glory fires ambitious Man, 

That is for ever with deſtruRion. gotten , 

Bright Ruine 3s the gilding of his Doys, 

And humbPd Nations with his height muſt Call. 
Our Eyes no other Obje&s can behold, 

Bur near and diſtant Plains all harras'd o'er, 

And great and beauteous Palaces unveil'd. 

Czax. No Corn does here inrich the bloody Field, 
Nor Graſs adorn the Meads with wanton. Green ; 
The Trees, the Earth's call Sons, are all cur off, 

All Places mourn where Cyr#s Horſe has trad. 
Offic. The poor and plunder'd Peaſants peep abroad 
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The Trapedy of Love. 
With piteous Eyes and Hands lift up to Heay*n, | 
To ſee their Labour turn'd to diſmal Spoil, 
Arta. So Shipwrack'd Paſſengers caſt on the Shore, 
That but a few: paſt moments ſaw themſelves 
Rich in a Calm, watching the Tides decreatc, 
Pick up ſmall pieces of their ſcatter'd Wealth, 
Which the relenting Waves left on the Sands—— 
The utmoſt Corners of the World have heard him, 
And frighted at the Trumpet of his Fame, 
Have ſtraight obey'd. — All Mortal Eyes look up, 
Nay, God's themſelves with Envy now look down 
Upon the growth of this prodigious Man, 
Wond'ring as they behold ſuch manftrous Greatneſs, 
How they ſo laviſhly decreed, 
Cyax, No more, get thee to Cyrm back, 
Do, and forget what late thou wert, when firſt 
I moulded thee from humble Earth, and plac'd 
Thee o'er the Heads of ewenty thouſand Great Ones; 
And thou for this, e're Cyrms dawn, declin'd 
Thy Royal Maſter, lefe me in a timg, 
When he, with all his Train of earlFHopes 
Cou'd ſcarcely comprehend the mea tar, 
Dropt from the Sphere where all my Dalds are written, 
Arta. O pardon, Royal Sir, my Love to Cyrus 
Is but what you out of exceſs may ſpare 
It runs to him in narrow, ſhallow Streams, 
But never ceaſes to o'erflow the Fountain. 
Cyax. Ah! Artabaſns, wert not thou to blame, 
To counſel me to give the Reins to Cyraz, 
Pleas'd me wich Hopes, and ted''my 'onging Ears 
With cunning Tales, of this ambitious Boy, 
And when my felt wou'd fain have lead my Armies, 
Made me lie down in Stoth, yielding to him 
Theſe Hands, theſe Feet, my Legions, and my Strength, 
And left me then a weak and limbleſs | 
Drench'd in Delights, and drown'd in ſtudied Pleaſures. 
Bane'to my Bliſs, and my Renown for ever ! 
How 'canft thon anſwer this ? +—— 
Arta. If you will hear- —_ 
Cyax. Why Father, great 4ſtyages, did-not 
Thy Martial Ghoſt affright me in chis Slumber ? 
Call to my Mind the Deeds that thou haſt done, 
When Young, and ſcarcely riſen from my Cradle, 
Thou leadſt me round the Frontiers of the Globe, 
And brought me to a Nation bleſt by Heavn, 
Elyſium fare it wes, a Land of Wonders, 
Whoſe Leaves and Trees till blofſom'd like che Spring, 


And 


4 Cyrus the Great : Or, 


And Fields were clad with everlaſting Green ; 

Tes Streams ran Chryſtal, and its Sands were Gold. 
This Orient Miracle ſhone like a Gemm 

Sare in the golden Circle of the World, 

So ſwarm'd on by the faireſt of the Living ; 

As if*t had been indeed that happy Place 

Where Sools are bleſt with an Eternal Being : 

For there no Want was found, but all Increaſe 
Sprung from the great and unknown Deity, 
Through this Immortal Land we pierc'd our Arms, 
Climbing the lofty Hills that rear'd the City, 

And from their Temple built of ſhining Gold, 
Bore all the holy Vellſels of their God, 

And took Five hundred thouſand Slaves away. 


Thunder and Lightn 


ing, Darkneſs ſeems to cover 
the Field. 


Heark, heark—— A horrid Thunder ſounds at diſtance. 
Arta, Now here it an(wers with a Force as dreadful——— 
A ſudden Darkneſs ſeems to ſpread the Field —— — l 
There you may ſee that cloudy Curtain drawn, | 
Whilft Lightning Tathes from the parting Heav'ns, 
And to my wond'ring Eyes difcovers Swarms 
Of helliſh Inſects flying in the Air. 
Cyax. The Gods are ſportive ſure, and ſeem to mock 
At what bold Cyr has perform'd below. 
Arta. The Scene of Horrour yet difcloſes further ———— 
My Sight deceives me if I do nat fee 
Spirits deſcend into their Humane Forms 
Again, and the dead Bodiesflain-by Cyrws 
Begin to move. | 
Cyax. Something does: tread the Ground 
Look, Artaba/as; tee, what monſtrous things 
Betwixt a Mortal and a Devil's Shape, 
Are thoſe ? 
Arta. | 1ce diſtinatly now, and li 
Releaſe you from your Wonder Theſe are Witches, 
Or Wizards elſe, that all this Land-is-fam'd tor 
What Nation is there but has oft been told 
Strange Tales of the Chaldean Sorcerers. 
When they wou'd know th* Event of things on Earth, 
Like ravenous Vultures haunting bloody Battels, 
They till attend the Fortune of the Field, ; 
When they may exerciſe their loathfome Charms 
And hateful PraRtices upan the Dead. | 
With fulplrous Herbs, and-defilliſh lacantations. 


The Tragedy of Love. 
They wrack their quiet Spirits in the Shades, 
Driving their Souls back to their Fleſh again, 

And force *em to reveal what's writ below, 
What Heav'n had bound up in the Book of Fate. 
Th' Infernal Gods are maſter'd by their Payer, 

Or elſe perſwaded by tome Piety 

That pleaſes them ; deny theſe Wretches nothing. 


[ Dance of Wizards. 


Witches SO NG. 


x Witch. Siſters, FWhilft I thus 2vawe my Wand, 
Charming the Ground ow which we ſtand ; 
Invoke the Spirit of thus Slain, 
Its Body to inform again : | 
Some of Deucalion's Seeds I've found, 
That rau'd Mankind when all was drown'd, 
2 Witch. Mummy with Cats Blood did IT boil, 
I'll chafe bu Temples with the Oil. 
3 Witch. To fume by Noſtrils, Io, 1 bring 
A Feather from the Phenix Wing. 
4 Witch. Pl waſh hs Foints with Liquor ; AOOP9 
From /E\on's Bath, which Wonders wrought. 


CHORUS. 


He ſtirs, he ſtirs ; Riſe and foretell 
This liſt'ning Meunarch's Fate from Hell. 


Cyax. Behold Look yonder—— Is not that a Man, 
That riſes from amongſt the Heaps of lain, 
And with an awful March comes ſteady towards us ? 


A dead Carkaſs of one of the ſlain riſes , and comes to 
them upon the Stage, 


Arta. Fear't not, my Lord-— — See, it wou'd fpeak, 
Dead Cark. From the dark Region of Eternal Night, 
Where numerous Souls in mingled Tortures live, 
And try like Atomes in the Sun-bearns Heart ; 
Alternately from Flames and then to Froſt 
Firft dipp'd into a liquid Fire, and thence 
Whol- Shoals are plvng'd into a Deep of Ice: 
Whilſt Pluro's great Divan in Council it, 
T'invent new Plagues to practife on the Damn'd. 
From thence, as | itood gazing on the Lake, 
Waiting my Paſtage to that place of Horrour, 
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A Summons from the Fiery King was ſent | 
By Charon brought, wherein I was commanded ; | 
By Power on Earch, which that in Hell controll'd, 
hat I ſhou'd ſtraight glide back into the World, 
Qaick as pent Light diſclosd, it ſelf diſperles, 

And re atlumes this Corpſe yet uninterr'd, - 

Till Cyaxares Ears had reach'd my Charge, 

What of thy Fates decreed, which I ſhall ſpeak, 

And Pluto dictate—— This the Oracle. 

In vain's thy vaſt Ambition and thy Envy, 

A Genius yet more great ſhall conquer thine, 

And when thy Raſhneſs leads thee next to fight, 

To Cys Glories thou ſhalt add thy Lite, 

And leave thy Empires, and thy Darling Crowns, 

To be poſleſs'd by him whom Fate adores, | 
Whom, for a time, Heav'n, Hell, and all the World 
Obey—— I am recalld, — my Task is done, 

And ſubtil Fiends come thronging to the Light 

To drive me into Torments back again. 


[ Falls dewn apain, 

Cyax. Ha ! Art thou faln ! Stay, ſpeak, who ſent thee, Soldier ? 

What greater Devil lurking here on Earch | 
Made the black God obey his threatning Summons, < 
And charm'd the Powers of Hell to my Deſtruction ? 

Arta. A meer cold Clod, a bloody mangl'd Coarſe. 

Cyax. Here, take this helliſh Carkaſs, 
And throw it to wild Beaſts to be devour'd 
What, haſt thou Hell invok'd too on thy fide ! 

Can Cyrus truſt his helping Gods no mace ! 

$0 little do I fear thee now, falſe Perſian, 

That, ſtoodſt thou guarded like the King of Furies, 
Ten thouſand glaring Spirits round about thee, 
With burning Tridents, and hot Scourges arm*d, 
To hurry me from Earth like Mortal damn'd, 

I'd through 'em all to meet thee, daring Boy. 

Arta. Recall your Temper, Sir, and blame not Cyrus, 

Who, bating his Ambition, ſtill is Virtuous, 

His Soul, pure as the firſt created Mortals, 

Who in the Worlds prime Innocence began, 

*Ere Luſt and Power defac'd the tender Image, 

And crept into the Frailties of Mankind 
This was perform'd by ſome Magician's Art, - 

At tie Command of the 4ſhrian Monarch, 

Who, ſince his late Defeat, baſely and cowardly, 

Is torc'd to have recourſe to Hellih Tricks, : 
And in his ſinking State catches at Air, 


Graſps any thing to fave him from o'crwhelming. 


The Tragedy of oe ay 


The Gods will guard you through an Hoſt of Devils, 
| Then as Hell's Malice only this eſteem, | 
| [ Noiſes of finzing within. 
Cyax. Whence comes this Sound of Muſick, and of Voices ? 
{ Captain goes eff, 


Am I awake ! Is't real Artabaſus 
That we have ſeen, or that we now do hear ? 
| Captain re-enters. 
Capt. The brave Hyſaſpes, Sir, is juſt arriv'd, 
C With Preſents from his Royal Maſter Cyras 
To Cyaxares his Imperial Unkle. 


Enter to them Hyſtaſpes, with Panthea , 1/omen, 
and Attendants. 


SON G. 


I. 
Heark how the Trumpet and the Drums, 
With diſmal Voice proclaim fhe comes, 
Whilſt we that Viftory deſpiſe, 
Where Valowr bluſhes at the Prize. 
, 2. 
The Royal Captive now appears, 
A Beauty ſinking under Showers of Tears. 


Love's Queen in Chains, fetter d are all her Charms, 
And uſeleſs lie her little Heroes Arms 


2. 

And yet the Conquerour ſball yield, 

And give up all the Trophies of the Field ; 

Shall kiſs that Sceptre, which the World does ſway, 
And at hs Captive's Feet bis Laurels lay. 

How plcaſmg i the Pain a Lover feels, 

Glad to be chain'd to Brauty's Chariot Wheels. 


CHORUS, 
Such i the Force of Lowe! the Great, the Brave, 
All muſt ſwhmit, ſome:ime put on the Slave. 


Cyax. Bleſt Sight! and happy Cyrus much more blelt, 
Thar in thy boundleſs Prodigality, 
Canſt throw away ſo rich, Immenſe Delights, 
And ſcatter Plealures as the Gods do Blethngs. 
{ Panthea and ber Maids weep. 
| Hyitaſpes Aneets. 
Hy, 


FR 
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Hy. The Great, the Valiant, and the faithful Cyrar, 
The Light of Empires, and the World's great Soul, 

To whom all Nations bend, bids me to kneel 
To his dear Uncle, Father, Maſter Cyaxares, 
And as an earneſt- of ſucceeding Glories, 
Lay here the Quzen of Beauty at your Feet. 
Not Crowns nor Kingdoms does he fend by me, 
Thoſe he reſerves wich all Religious Duty 
To plant himſelf about your Royal Temples, 
And with his own ViRorious Hands to give you 
More Laucels, and more heaps of Monarchs Riches, 
Then e're adorn'd the Shrines of Deities ; 
And her whoſe ſo much celebrated Charms 
Made all the World, and Czras Ears in Love, 
Yet wou'd not your brave Nephew cruſt his Eyes 
With the leaſt ſight of what they fo much long'd for, 
Leſt they ſhou'd Rivals prove to Cyaxares. 

Cyax. Are theſe, O Love, Rewards of Vicory ! 
Or the bleſt Conſores of the Gods themſelves, 
By ſome more aw'd Divinity broughe chence, 
Leaving th' Immortals mourning Widowers 
But what is ſhe that ſhines above che reſt, 
As Cymbia does amonglt her Starry Train, 
Shedding more precious Eſſence from her Eyes 
Then Phzbus wantonly each Morning draws 
From Beds of Violers, or the Dew of Roſes —— 
Speak thou more fair than fineſt thought can form, 
Oc but thy ſelf, the Sun did ever ſee. 

Hyft. God's! Was Hyſtaſpes born to be your hatred ! 
Is it her Griefs, or what, that makes this change 
Wichin my Boſom ? I wou'd no call it Love 
O Cyrws, had'{t chou view'd theſe dangerous Beauties, 
Thou hadſt not mark'd thy Friend out to be wretched. 

Cyax. What, not a Word tinrich thy humble Creature ? 
There is no Goddeſs that can ſpeak like thee—— 

Thy Griefs keep concord wich thy Virgins Songs, 
Who, to thy Sorrows, ſet their warbling Notes, 
Whilſt thou add'ft Tears to ev'ry Syllable, 

And with thy Sighs, gives the fad Tunes the Time ; 
. Or was not this the Muſick of the Spheres, 

Never befo:e made known to mortal ſence, 

And thou the Goddels of that happy Place. 

Hy{#.- Sir, ſhe's Panthea. 

The fani'd fair Davghter of the Scythian Queen. 

Panth. O! yes, tell all my Woes too if thou canſt, 
And rell'em with a Grace, that I may footh 
My many Sorrows to a little reſt. 
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For I ſhall never ſay 'em in an Age. 
I have a thouſand ſwelling in my Soul, 
Serugling at once, and ruſhing to-get foremoft, 
So I can ſpeak of neicher, bur at laſt 
Call co my Aid my Sex's feeble temper, 
And draw the fullen Vapour into Tears. 
Cyax. Divine Pantheg ———— 
Panth. Call me what I am, 
Tell me not what I was—T was Panthes, 
Panthea rich in Friends, bleft as their Hopes, 
Prais'd and belov'd, or I was groſly flatter'd, 
Who, from the fondnefs of my Parent's Arms, 
(Hanging till round my Childifſh Infancy) 
Found no falſe Change, no waining of my Joys, 
But ev'ry day increas'd my Happineſs ; | 
And the ſame Stars chat ſmild upon my Birth 
Scem'd ſtill co tempt, and draw all Eyes-to me ; 
All Knees, all Hearts did bend where &er I came, 
And bleft me as their Goddeſs, or the Spring ; 
And till this day, of all my Age accurit, 
I never knew what a worſe Moment was. 
HyB. O thou art loſt, undone Hy sſpes quite, 
The Glory of the Battel owes to thee, 
But this bright Victim makes the'Vicor bluſh —— 
Yer co revenge me on my ſelf, and Crime, 
If Cyr will not grant her Liberty, 
Fll do't my ſelf, with forfeit of my Life. 
Cyax. Go on, go on, thou charming Creature, do, 
Each Word leaves Bliſs and Wonder in my Soul. 
Panth. But oh ! now to repeat the Summ:of all, 
That which methinks ſhou'd ſtrike the Hearcrs dead. 
When my full Joys had-ripen'd for Enjoyment, 
And 1 wrap'd up in harmleſs Extahe, 
To ſuch a height I {aw no ground below, 
And thought the Glafs of that bleſt Hour wou'd neer 
Be run, I mean (Gods, give me leave to fay it) 
As my dear Mother in the Femple gave me 
A happy Bride, in ſhew to Abradatar, / 
The Brave, and mcft Heroick King of S«ſa 
Scarce had the Prieſts the Holy Rites perform'd, 
When ſtraight the Trumpets call'd, and Battel join'd, 
Cyrw approaching wich a fatal Charge 
On Cre/«, and the Forces of our Army ; 
Then was my Love fnatch'd from my'Virgin Arms 
To his Command, and 4 ran- breathjeis on the Walls 


To ſees my Abradatws Fight, and Conquer; 
: round incl 


Bute ſoon, methought, 1 ſaw him 
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With Enemies, which ſight ſo ſnatch'd my Senſes, 
bx on a ſudden pon by wy pebcrny : 
I found me 1n 24mp; Not, KNOWing RoW 
[ went, nor oth from that wretched Slumber, 
Till I was brought a Priſoner to ſpes. 

Cyax. Ah ſweer Pantbed! it thy Sorrows move fo, 
What canſt thou do, diſperſing Smiles around thee? 
But oh the thoughts ! PII tear ?em from my Breaſt, 
Pull. out the Seeds juſt rooting ith my Hearc, 

And die rather than live with the diſgrace——— 
Down, down, thou fair infetious Charm of Beauty, 
Down tothy firſt Abyſs from whence thou camelt, 
Where Light lay hid, when all things were a Chas, 
Thou cheat of Sence, and blinder of all Eyes | | 
Cyr is boaſting now of his deſign, | 
That laid theſe Nets of Beaity in my, march, 
To ſtop my fair and quick-return to Glory— 
Away thou ſweet deſtroyer of my Fame —— 
Hyſtaſpes, haſte with thy fair Charmer hence 3 

tell thy Maſter all that thon haſt ſeen 
Of Cyaxares - tell him that Panthes 
Shou'd be eſteem'd as Heav'n and Heav'nly Joys,. 
Not to be taſted by a Man, and live, 
Therefore l give her to-thi Stars, from whence 
She came—— Bid Cyr.do the:like——Begone, 

ickly, leaſt I ſhou'd wiſh to look again, 

an, Ten thouſand Glories crown your Head'for this. 
May this brave Action'make your Name and Bliſs ! 
Renown'd on Earth, as is the God of War, | : 
And when in Heav'n, w-btight ſhining Star, | 

Hyſt. 1 am amaz\d-Can-this be r6al, Sit 2 
I dare not tell the King'of your tefuſal. 

Cyax. Do it, I charge thee, and. infarm him too, 
That Cyaxeres comes to meet hitn ſtraight, 

With Courage awhjul-as 
When Czrzs, but a pratlmig Boy, admir'd him, 
Look'd trom the Ground, ador'd-his Majeſty, 
And fear'd him like a God — Go from-any Eyes —— 
Remove thoſe gay bright Sys that foremnn 
A Storm. 

Hzſ#. Come Madam. 

Pasth. To kind Death, I hope—— 
Brave _— . | 

Cyax. O ſpeak no more—Thonu congu'ring Beanty g0— 
There lies your Pach--Wennalbieitie: overal ways; yr 
it you look back, my ling'ringVartne ſtays. | 
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Actus Secundus, Scxna Prima. 


Cyrus diſcovered upon his Throne im Triumph amongſt his 
Captains and Soldiers, Cralus bound ready for Ex- 


ecution. 


Cyr. 7 Nough—— Theſe ſplendid Vanities I loath, 
[ Seunds of Triumphs. 
The boaſt of Fools, and Pageanty of Cowards ; 
It fits too heavy on your Cyrws Arms 
O let me riſe, and let 'em looſe, my Soldiers, 
o throw about your Necks, and thus embrace 
y Valiant Friends, and all my brave Confed'rates, 
By whoſe fole Aid (Gods be my Witneſſes) - 
I own it with a Pride, I have reftor'd 
The World to its dear antient Liberty, 
Freed Capriv'd Nations from their Tyrant's Yoaks, 
And plac'd *em on the Necks of barb'rous Kings, 
Trod down the Walls of fam''d Semirams, 
That founded firſt this Aſian Monarchy 3 
Made my Commands in one quick Moment ſpread 
Lixe Thunder terrible through all the City. 
But let's no more affli& this Monarch's Spirit, 
But grant him that which ev'ry gallant Soul 
In vaſt diſtreſs require— a ſpeedy Death — 
Away with him, and having plac'd him on 
The Fuel, let it blaze, a juſt Reward 
For him that has ſo long fer all the World 
In Flames—Quick; take him hence—— 
f | As they are carrying off Craſſus to 
Execution, Cyrus calls bim back. 


Creſ. O Solon ! Solon! Solon! 
Cyr. Stay, bring him back, ſay, What does Cre/as mean ? 
I did expect thou ſhouldſt have ask'd thy Life, 
And thou in ſ:orn of me calPſt loud for Soloy — 
Can Solon fave thee from the Wrath of Cyras ? 
Creſ. No, *tis too late, but that which made me call 
On Solon was, to my remembrance came 
The Sentence of that Wiſe and Learned Teacher, 
Which I till now contemn'd, *Twas in the midſt 
Of all my Glories, Children, Friends, and Riches, 
Thinking my felf, no God cou'd be =p happy» —_ 
ot v4 2 [ 


# 


= > oþ& FIR 4 "S* 


X » : &" 4k 
-, bs 0 l —_— , £ By on. 
Wc Iz , 3 - "Eo > 
_ 6 be WA, © . 
* Ws,» 
= bondda þ 4 


+I ſent for Solen to reſolve this Queſtion —— 
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Tell me, faid 1, who is the bappieſt Man 

On Earth : but Slam an{wer'd, there was none, 
None cou'd be eruly happy whilſt he liv'd. 

I ask'd him then, who 'twas hs thought was happieſt, 
Expetting that he ſhou'd have ſaid, *ewas Creſas ; 
But he teply'd, the happieſt Man he thoughc 
Was Tel/xs, once a Citizen of Athens, 

A Man that had no mean nor mighty Fortune; 
His Wife not fair, nor homely, but belov'd, 

And virtuous, and his Children all obedient, 
Who, like the firit Man, liv'd in Paradice, 


And never preſs'd the Strangers luſcious Fruits, 


Nor drank vie what his own full Vines did yield; 


; Fed on the Fleth ot his own teeming Flocks, 


And wore no Cloaths but what their Backs afforded ; 
In his own Pale grew all his Suſtenance, 
And in his Boſom all the World's content. 


Cyr. How brook you then your fall'n and loſt Eſtate ? 


Methinks with brave Contempt you bear your Chains, 
And Cre/#s looks as if he ſpurn'd his Fate. 

Cre/. So much my Mind does ſoar above my Fortune, 
That I behold with greater ſcorn theſe Bonds, 
Than thou born up with the World's flattering Wings 
Look'ft down on me that am thy Slave—— Yet in 
Deſpite of all thou canſt, Pm Crefw ſtill. 

Cyr. *Tis bravely ſaid, and ſpoken like a King — 
I have been told, that in-thy ſpring of Glory 
Thou didſt conſult the Delpbick Oracle, 
And kneel'd before the God days numberleſs, 
Made rich Apollo's Shrines with ſuch vaſt Preſents, 
As did excel what the Earth's Bowels hold, 
Might make a Ranſom wou'd reſtore the World, 
Were't threatn'd to be ruin'd by the Gods. 


Creſm no more— Let Crzſus h , bn 
And be to by Life's end, ſhall hoypy be=— 
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To reward my Soldiers, and divert their Hopes 


as 
$ 


Theſe Words fo much exalted my frail Mind, 
That then, methought, I reign'd not amongſt Men, 
But rul'd the Sky, and faw the Stars below me ; 
My Wealth, my Friends were numberleſs as Sands, 
Still no Storm grew upon my ſmiling Days; 
No Crofs, nor Rub lay in my ſmooth State's way, 
No Viſion was fo calm as was my Life ; 
Elifum envy*'d my ſtrange Bliſs, and wonder'd, 

Cyr. Now by the Gods, chy Bleflings were fo rare, 
So very ſenlible thy Loſſes move, 
That my ſtout Heart begins to pity thee. 

Cre/. Look to thy felt, thy Fortunes reack their higheſt, 
Mine touch the Ground, and can no lower be ; 
I from this Hour begin to know my ſelf, 
And from that Knowledge I renew my Joys 
But as I cold chee, fo my Life continu'd 
In ics ſtill ſmiling Form and Flattery, 
Till thou, ſwiſt Harbinger of Death and Ruine, 
Haſt lec the Ocean in on Creſ#s Glories, 

And left him poor, bereft of all, but what thou ſeeft, 
Cyr. Deſpair not, Cre/s, thou art ſtill the ſame 3 
What Solon and tlic Gods have faid 5s true, 

And Cyrus, as a Servant of the Oracle, 

Obeys thy Fortune, and abfolves thy Doom 
Unbind him ſtraight, unbind thoſe ſacred Hands, 
Set fire wich {peed to the vaſt Fun'ral Pile 
That was detign'd to burn the pious King, 
And Sacrifice thereon 2 hundred Heads 
Of Oxen, dedicated to the Gods ; 
Augment the Flames with rich Arabian Gumms, 
With Pearls, and Spice lent from the Kings of India—— 
My Laurels, Standards, and my Crowns ſhall burn, 
T atone the Gods, rather than one dear Hair 
Of Virtue periſh— Come, then to my Arms, 
And ſhew me how to be a King indeed, 
Solon taught thee, and thou ſhalt teach thy Cyras. 

Creſs O mighty Prince! Thou much more God than Man' 
My emulating Soul flaggs at thy Sight, 
The Genius ot the World muſt bow to thine 
And all the Virtues of Mankind together 
Make but dimm Light before thy beauteous Preſence. 

Cyr. Your Children, and your Wives receive again, 
With all thoſe Kindoms you by Right were born to. 
Sardgs, wherein lies heap'd, both yours, and moſt _ 
Of Afis's Wealth, 11 fave from Death, and Plunder ; 
Oaly for Ranſom ſome few Summs extract, . 
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NF From ExpeRations of ſo greata Ruine; ” 
Then Cre/us dwell tor ever in my Breaſt. 
Creſ. My Thanks are t00 too great to be exprets'>, 
I can no more then koard *em in my Thoughts, 
And pay you Bleflings as I wou'd Apollo. 
May Cre/us meet the Death chat was prepar'd, 
When he for Love of Empire, Wife or Children, 
Forſakes his Prince, and leaves to follow Cyras. 
Enter Lauſaria attended. 
Lau. Where's this Divine, this Miracle of Virtue ; 
This Rival to the Merciful above ? 
Shew me the Face of this exalted Man, 
Who ſtood bertwixt the Vengeance of the Gods, 
And from the dreadiul Pile of flaming Ruine, 
Has ſnatch'd a King, and ſav'd my Father's Life ; 
Let me adose the Ground his Steps have bleſs'd, 
And kiſs the Feet of the Immortal Cyres. | . 
; Creſ. Great Prince, my Daughter, and your meaneſt Handmaig, 

Cyr. How, Creſus! Now by th' ſacred Sun ſhe's fair 
Riſe, or I bluſh at this unſcemly Poſture. 

Lauſ. Here let me fix—— You ſhou'd be thus ador'd, 
Thou Blefling of all Eyes, thou Heavenly Wonder 
Indeed I ne'er did ſee a God till now ——— 
Where have I liv'd ?!-— The Mountain, Cottage Girl, 

- That in her homely Life ne*er faw a Man 
Above the Keeper of the neighb'ring Herds, 
Cou'd not approach you with fuch'Joy and Terrour, 
I do now ; fo much you do excell 
The little World that I have ſtill been bred+in. 
Cyr. Thou pretty'{t Innocence as ever talk'd, 
Look back upon thy ſelf, diſperſe theſe Clouds, 
Theſe forrowful Looks that hide from thine own Eyes 
Their Brightneſs, and thy near-approaching Joy. 
To morrow is the Day, no longer then to morrow 
Gives all thy Wiſhcs and Revenge a Crown. 
When Belthezar's laſt Stake, and hated Life 
Ill ſacrifice *ppeiſe chefaireſt injur'd, 
And thy dumb Brother's Ghoſt (hall from Eljſum: 
w_ Hh a __ Divine, and PREY Beauties. | Enter Officer. 
. Hyſtaſpes is return'd, and bripgs with him 
The Newes of Cyayates his a u1t-gg 
'Lauſ. Goon; whilftT cetire to,pray, 
Lauſaria's Guardian-Deity you are; 
Bur curn ; Oh turn that awful Look away, 
_ My Eyes cannot endure thepainted Ray ; 
Spare it to conquer Balthagar in Fight, 
For Beauty crembles at theſtrange Delight ; 
And if a Virgins Wiſh'can proſper thee, 
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| That hateful Tyrant ſhall thy Vigim be, 
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If not, and there's a God greater than 


Save, fave, (that God) his precious Life and Love. [Ex: Lauſ. attended. 


Cyr. Creſws, let nothing be refus'd that may 
Increaſe her Welcome as becomes thy Daughter, 
And the Fair Gueſt of Cyr. 
Now all prepare to meet my Royal Unkle. 

Enter to them Hyſtaſpes, Panthea, and Women. 

When comes the Royal Cyaxares ? 

Hyſt. To his worſt of Rage abandon'd, 
And in proud Envy of your growing Conquelts, 
He bad me, in Contempt of your rich Kindneſs, 
Return the mighty Preſent with my ſelf; 
Said he, I will be with che haughty Cyrus 
*Ere thou canſt bring my Meſſage to the Boy. 


Cyr. What, did he ſcornthe Proffer of my Duty, - 


Return the Prefents which I ſent him, ſay'ſt thou ? 
O Gods! it cannot be ; thou doſt abuſe my VUakle. 
Hy. Sir, all that I have faid—— 
Cyr. No more, Hyſtaſpes. 
By my immortal Fame, and ſacred Crowns, 
None but thy felf had told me ſo, and liv d-——— 
Ha ! what do I behold ! More Wonders ſtill ! — 
What Lady's that ? What weeping Lady's that ? 
Hyſt. Panthea, vir. 
Cyr. Panthea, Sir— What, what, Panthea ? 
Hyſ#. Thomyrs Daughter, the brave Scyrbjan Queen, 
And the fair Captive whom you did command 
Me to preſent to Cyaxares, yet 
I fear to tell he did refuſe her too. 
Cyr. Refuſe her, ſay*ft thou | Gods, did he refuſe her! 
Was I fo laviſh, fay 2 What Right had I 
To give the Wealth of all the World away ? 
Nay, what wou'd bankrupt all che Gods in Heay'n. 
The Sun, the Moon, and Stars may be eclips'd, 
But her bright Beauty is enough alone, 
Without their feeble Aid co light the Globe, 
And make eternal Day —— 
Hyſt, Sir —— 
Cyr. Thus Prodigal like, 
Not thinking of the Vaſtneſs of the Gift, 
I threw away at once my whole Eſtate, 
And ne'er reper:ted till too late I fee 
The mighty Summ ſpread large before my Eyes ——- 
Thou ſhonld*ſt have plaid the faithful Steward, and, 
Reitrain'd thy Maſter's wild deltroying Bounty. 
Hy/#. O pardon, mighty Sir, who cou'd*burt hear 


- Your dread Gommands, and not obey you-ſtraight.- Crs 
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In Fights | 
oe; ant ep unhors'd, and bore me from the Danger, 
Breathleſs upon the Arms of ViRtory, 
"But now y ave left me to my worſt of Foes, 
So awſul, fo divinely formidable, | 
That your proud Cyrus Heart (mark that, my Soldiers) 
Which never ſtoop'd to fear what Man cou'd do, 
Nay, what the Gods through Miracles have wrought, 
Lies panting now, and gaſping at the Danger. 
Hyf. Madam ——— ; 
Cyr. Hold off thy facrilegious Hands, 
Shrines and their Deities may be approach'd 
More near—— Goddeſs, Divinity —— Bright Yen. 
Is there a Name in Heav'n th'art worſhipp'd by, w? 
O tell me that, and teach'my Tongue to ſay it, 
That 1 may call thee what the Gods have nam'd thee. 
Panth. O Cyrw ! you forget your ſelf, and me ; 
Pm no fuch thing, no Creature to'be prais'd, 
A Wretch forſaken of the World, and Heav'n, 
Your-Priſoner, you ſhow'd pity, not admire me. 
Cyr. O ſay not ſo— Forſaken fay'ſt thou ! No, 
Rather the World and Heav'n ars left by thee——— 
Is there a Mar: that dares not call thee Queen ? 
What wou'*dft thou have, or he, more than thou art ? 
Say but the Word, and thy Commands ſhall fly 
Quick as the Lightning from thy killing Eyes, 
And Cyrw is thy Slave to execute. _ | 
Panth. I have no Power,” no Charms but Grief about me, 
That may move Pity, but can nee cauſe Love: | 
All chis wild Paffion but diftarbs your ſelf, 
And cannot make a wretched Creature happy. 
You ſent me late a Slave to be abus'd : 
But this is worſe than when I was refus'd. 
Cyr. Pardon, thou Saint, a Man in Love untaught, 
I have been us'd in Bacre)s from my Youth, © 
Bred from my Birth like Lions in their Fierceneſs, 
Free as the Light, and uncontrolPd as Air, | 
And never met a charming Foe like Thee, 
Yet at thy Sight I can forger my Fury, 
Moulded like Wax, made ſoft before the Sun, 
And all my Paſſion, like a Storm quite ſpent, 
Lies huſl'd, and fiknt as an Evenings Breeze. 
Pantb, Hold, mighty Cyras, ſpare my tortur'd Boſom.- 
Play not the Tyrant with To great Misfortunes,. 
And talk to me of *Murders, Maffacres, 
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I Wracks, and Eternal Death—— Talk any thing 
"*But'tell me nor of that which kills my. Soul,- - * 
Calls co my Mind to view the mighty ſpace © 
*Twixt me and Joy: For nothing yer gan prove 
So great a Milery to me as Love. 

Cyr. O let me catch that Sigh before it goes —— 
*Tis gone, *cis gone, and each officious Wind 
Strove who ſhou'd firſt convey the rich Perfume, 

And hoard it with the Treaſure of che Spring, 
Thence to diſperſe, and brood o'er tender Bloſſoms, 
And. add new Scents to ev'ry fragrant Flower 
O give me leave to kifs this beauteous Hand=-— 

Here has Arabia all its Sweets confin'd, 


Rich as from thence, we Southern Breezes find, 
When Trees of Spice had gently tann'd the Wind. 
 Hhſt. Awake Hyſtaſpes from this horrid Slumber—— 
Shall I fee raviſh'd from me all my Right, 
And dare not ſpeak—By Heav'n Pll climb the danger, 
Though he ſtood arm'd at my next daring Ward, 
To throw me. from the Precipice, I'll do't 
. May Heav'n give fetter'd Globes to Cyrus Wilh, 
Crown you with Love, as you are crown'd with Conqueſt. 
May all bright Beauties elſe adore your Charms, 
And ſtoop to him that gives the World a Law, 
But this fair Priſoner, give me leave to ask 
Her who by Conqueſt is your Soldier's Prize. 
Hyſfaſpes begs the ſharer of your Blood ; 
If chat's too great a Fame for him to Challenge, 
Thus I implore ic as your humbleſt Vaſſal. / 
Cyr. O Gods | He's Jealous, Jealous on my Life——— 
O thou moſt mighty Jove, hadſt thob at once 
Shot Thunder in my Ears, and Lighten'd in bs 0 
My Eyes, I had not feen and heard more Horror—— Fr 
Dear Cre/as, —Creſwus, give me Patience | 
Am I chus ſoon ſo mean a thing become ! 
That he that is my Slave durſt here preſume 
Before my Face to own fo proud a Guile, | | 
And mix his haughty Love with mine— Traytor— | 
Creſ. Hold gallant Cyrws, Creſus bids thee hold. 'T 
Cyr. O Cre/«s (ay, Cou'd Solon fuffer this ? 
Is there a Rule in all Philoſophy | 
To teach me Patience now 2—O tell it me— ' ; 
Pant. Cyrm no more. 
In vain are all this Rage and Jealoufies— 
Farewel: I'll ſhut this Captive from your Eyes, 
Priſon and Abfence will be both your Cures: 
£2. 1am no more his Prifoner now but yours: 
3c. Cr. A Priloner : ha: Condudt her & my Tent. 


* F, 


- 


[ Exit 'Panthea attended. 
>"; - | Drungs and Trampets within. 
bf” x The News ? dit 
S Offic. Great Cyaxares is arrivde- 

Cyr. ?Tis well—Have yow inclosd the-way he comes, 
With Perfen Homotyms, and Median Horſe ? 
| - Offic. Moſt mighty Cyras 'tis already. done. 
_ Cyr, His Drums and pets aniwer you more loud, 
W.. And as he paſles thro? your nobleRanks, - 
4F -Uncle— 


With welcome Shours receive-1 ing | » 

I | Exeunt Cyrus, Crefvs, Hyltalpes. Maenent the Guard:. 

8 The Scene - opens, "and dif s way rank drwith Sol- 

& - diers, and after a Warlike ſound, and Shouts, Cyrus and 

"=  Cyaxares-meet.. Cyrus offers to embrace Cyaxares, 
but be ſton nn T bey come forward on the Stage. 

My. honour'd Unkle, Royal 1o——ha'! 

' Flow long have you been ablenc trom theſe. Arms! 


Ha! What is this I fee? when ; 
A kind retwrn of. my ii —wes > waa ; 
You bend your Head, and look another way, 


\ And ligh as if my Eyes were Baſlalisks, 
Oc Breath ſhot Venome—— Ha! what means my Unkle! 
' _ Eyax.” The meaning is too plain, *cis Shame, and Coward — 
/ Do you nor ſe *em written in-my Forehead ? 
/ What means this Pomp, cheſe:Shquas, theſe heaps. of Trophies, 
Theſe crowds of *d Kings, and'mighty Slain, ' 
And 1 but a poor idle gazer og? 
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£4 Brandec | _ of great pages , 
"Made me the talk of all the World ; 
celels Block for Cyras Foot to tread on, 


Anc > 10a Throne of all the Univerle— 
1grate us ! " 

'Cyr. Hold-— O ceaſe dear Uncle 
Let nor onr Paſſions here. be made a ſport 
To common Eyes —we-pray you wou'd withdraw-— 
'Tis Cyaxares Pleaſure we ſhou'd be : 
-Alone——fo Uankle, let's fir down together, 
And I 


'S 


ak, and Ill glew my Ears to ey'ry Word 

our yoice ſhall utter. 

Cyax. God's that 1 were Dumb! 

Thar ever I ſhou'd ſpeak, when what I ſay 

Recounts my loſs, and my eternal Shame, 

With Cz falle Ingratitude. 

You touch the ſame harſh String—Tell't out, —— 

What is'c-that hangs upon your troubled Brow 2? 
Cyax. O this ic is 

The Man that I have nouriſh'd in my Boſom, 

Safe guarded from an Hoſt of private Foes, 

= That ſought his Life with great Aftyages. 

Led by the dictates of Prophetick Dreams, 

Which now to Cyaxares proves molt true ; 

That thon, I ſay, ſhould'ſt like a fſubcile Serpent, 

Wind thy felf round my leſs Breaſt, 

Then wach thy time, Poylſon thy Preſerver. 

Cyr. Go on, go 0on—T hear you patiently. 
- Cyaxs. Nay, give me leave to put it to:thy Conſcience, 
And anſwer me as thou believ'ſt it true. 

© Cyr. I will. 

Cyax. Did I not fave thee in thy Cradle? 

No ſooner had Mandans brought thee to 

The World (who chen I think was innocent) 

But by 4fyages Command thou wert 

Deliver'd =& ſlain by H, 

Have you not heard this © 
Cyr. I have. E 
Czax. Have you not heard too how I ventur'd 'twixt 

My Father's Wrath and Pity, to preſerve 

-Thy Life by awing Harpegus, who caus'd thee 

At my requeſt, in private to be Nurit, 


tor truth ? 


Telling the King that thou wert ſurely dead. 
Le This I have oft been told too. 


will hear with Patience it 1 can. | Exeunt, Preter, Cyrus and Cyax. 
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Sent for Ooitt, 1s Tao 

Cyr. Ido. - 4 OT 

Cyax. This did L thot hy o__ 
That thon ſhou'dſt quite ſubve! 
And fill the Throne of great 4fy 
Then did I not, after my Father's ba 
And when Ireign'd alone, keep thee Mill by me, 
Taught thee che ute of Arms, 'to chace the Boar,'-- 
Toh thy little Dart, and wound che Pancher 4 
And the fiery Beaſt wou'd turn upon thee, 
I then wor'd interpoſe a violent ftroak, +. © 
And taught thee how to'give 'a morcal Blow, 
Leaving the Savage gaſping at thy Feet ;'© 
And this thou att well witneſs of Eby felt. 

Cyr. All chis, and more: you bring to my remembrance. 

Cyax. Ige.poflible, thoa haſt not- then +9, -aip by 
Is this a kind return for all my-Love!- ” 
Who firſt began the War with- Balthazar ? © '/ 
Was't not my ſelf twice beat him in ſer/Battels 
Until thou wert of Years, when for Fame: 
.- ng thee with the flower of- all my 

proſecute my ViRories; and thou © 

White tedious oo haſt kept the Waron foot, 
Uling my SubjeRstill they 
Their Countries Gods, their Faſhions, 8h their Kive, 
And worſhip nothing Ta che Sun and tee | 
Pity me Gods; for ſure 1 am become 
But che poor Shadow of the thing bed: 

Cyr. O Unkle, hold : For I'can hear'no more. 
What wicked Man has poiſon'd thus your Ear ? 
Your words, though they are moſt unjuſt, and I 
Am-gultleſs, yet they're rs tomy. mo 
When ſpoken with unkindneſs—ah wh 


My Royal Uncle, down roars 
Throbbing that , banging ow 

Of all che "Miſeries on Earth: depreſi's ops 
Snatch me ye Gods this Momen io Nothing, : 
If 1 your Cyrws am the leaſt t6 blame 
In what you have accusd me. 


"Fe C b ell, I've do nc. 
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| ; Torn'd You! 7 he Don 
I had ng in poke readful Fight, oy 

on ct h only the Relation © [em made 

ing Courtiers ſpill their brimming Bowls, 

| And with the Palſie life 'em to their Mouths. 


| No more, my Cyrus. 
"Gr. Sw have I not . edall the Kingdoms 
zard of 


Of gear af Aſtyages, with 
My own— hat Crown, what Treaſure have I gain'd 
"which I did not make you firſt a Proffer :. 
01] a Secret keep, or hide from you ? 
\Or hoard that Wealth of which you ſhall not ſhare? 
-Isit for this I have fo ill deferv'd 
My Unkle's Envy, and unjuft Suſpicion ! 

. Enough, my Cyras. 

1 Will you then embrace me ? 
Cyax. I will. 

: Cyr And let me kits your Cheek ? 
{ Cyax. Thou ſhale 
O Cyras /' Thou haſt conquer'd. me, my Cyrus 
| I ND no longer hold but muſt forgive thee. _ 
See, ſee, thele Tears that ſprung from Tydes of Crief, 
Are now augmented to a Sea of Joy. 
Hide *em for ſhame, Oh, hide 'em in thy Boſom ' 
Come, I will chide no more— may I be thought 
A Coward, led in Triumph by my Foes, 
And put tan ignominious Death when I 
Again refle unkindly on my Cyrus. 
Thou arc my Son, chis Moment 1 adopt thee, 
And I wilt die the ſooner to make Room 
For thee, 

Cyr. © my dear Father, fay not fo 
To morrow brings the Empire of the World, 
Ifce it plain, and dazling Victory 
Flies like an Eagle circling round your Head, 
Fo ſhew our Way o'er Hills of lain Aljrians, 
And under falling Clouds of Seyth;en Darts, 
Which irom our Siields we'll chrow like ſcatter'd Hail, 
Whilft with one Voice, around the conquer'd Field, 
The Dying praiſe vs, and the Living yield. 


Finis Atm Stcunds: 


| They both riſe up. 
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| Exeunt Omnes. 
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Cyax. I'VE a Requeſt to beg 
= What, is "ny Koga Unkl CLP, yet not, 

'Tis granted 'ere 'tis nam'd 

Cyax. 'Tis that you wou? 4 ſojgivs tha beare Hyſtaſpes, 
And here reſtore him to you wonted Favours. 

Cyr. O Gre | with Joy int 
And now he's doubly d——Rife, my Hh 
My Soldier, riſe, my Kinſnah, wy Right: 
For chat was ne'er ſo.near me inthe! 
Nor puſh'd it on fo fiercely—— © 
Doſt think I have forgot my valiane 
But above all at the Surprize of Sardis, + 
When chou wert follow'd by the Homomi 
Led by thy brave Exa WS A a cr yo | 
Your fiery Courlers, with Scaling-Ladders - 
Climb'd up the Walls, and ſhouted"on the'T | 
In ſpite of Showres of Flints, and of”. 
Thea leap'd into the Street, and there you __ 
Till you had op'd the Gates amidit rhe Guards 
And clear d my Way through Cluſters 
This, "this with i Joy I do remember: | 

Hyſt. Your Royal /e py tn 00 200 fr Sod 
The Merits of Hhſtaſper— Q Þ grieve” | 
When I look &., = my Offence to'yi 


The braveſt Maſter, and the beft of Ki 
Cyr. No more, Hyſtaſpes thy Prince, 

More dear to him ſpe, IK | 

To Parents, or than Martyrs: "crane 

And like them too I will rew 

/#. O I know yare liberal, 

Can diſperſe Crowns and Steprri 

And make a Monagch oi «the N 

Bur Pardon's the rich, onlyxh | | 

And ao TEE can m bo, + 
w—_ nough, Hy a/pes ; tho Thale (ee 
Wacn 1 beiow: upon. on che; ſuch a'T vr, 
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And makes that Boſom Heav*n-where-v'er the ſhines. 


Now [ perceive the Gulf that lies before me, 
- YetI run on, and cannot 


ughter to the World 
ob Go fetch her, Cre/a. 
Creſ. O happy Girl, Lauſaria! he does | 
Intend ſure to beſtow himfelf upen ber. + ( Exit Crafus. 
Hy. O Gods! I dream—Can there be fach a Thought ! 
Has he reſolv'd to give Penthea tome ! 
"Cyr. Prepare, Hyſtaſpes,, now to meet ſuch Joys, 

ich if thy Sences are not all Immoreal, 

Thou art not able to ſuſtain=———— Behold 


Re- Enter Crafus leading Laufaria artended. 
Behold the brighteſt Star that gikds the World 


To 


Hy. Is this the Prize of all my flattring Hopes ! 
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my ſelf; 
This Mortal Diſobedience ftabs-me-quite. 
Lax/. Now all you gentle Powers that pity Love, 
And thou, Diana, from the Stars look down, 
Behold the baſhful Virgin of thy Train ——— 
I ſee my Life or Death writ in thoſe Eyes, 
There is no Mean berwixt my Heav'n or Hell, 
I'm to berais'd this Moment to the Skies, 
Or flung into the bottom of Deſpair, 
Cyr. Afliſt me, Fove ; and all you that diſpert: 
Rich Bleflings from the Skies-— Lend me your Aid 3 
Extend my liberal Hands; for Fm to make | 
Two Mortals now fo infinitely happy, 
As will amaze your Godheads all to fee, 
And make you wiſh to be tranſlated here——— - 
Give me thy Hand, thou ſoft, ghowlovely Virgin——— 
Ha ! why, what makes thou tremble, ſtart, and bluſh:! 
And now look pale ? This Combat of thy Beauty's 
Adorns thy Cheeks with double Vidories, 
Whilſt in Competition ſtrive to paine 
A Colour there to ſet at Enmity 
The Lilly and the Rofte—— Draw near, Hyftaſper 
Lau{. O Gods, your Help ! what does he mean to do! 
Cyr, Give me your Hand-— what now ? what meansthe Man ? 
Give me your Hand, I fay I did expet 
You ſhou'd have flewn like Lightning co'my Arms, 
And ſnatcti'd her from me; ſo. upmannerly 
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Thy Raptures ſhould ho 
Why holds La»/aria back? 
Hyſt. Your Pardon, Ra 
Be not too great to C an 
I do confeſs the Wonder of che F 
The Joy's too great,'too'mi | 4 
And therefore to a 1 W,-- 
O give me time to udy heat 9 "NETS 
Cyr. Away ; I've heard too much Thkealk with you 
PS: an: What mearis(; is £:Ri Charge. ! 
Lauſ. Ah, why d'you. kill with fach a Look of Anger 
Now your ſtrange Beauries are fo awful | 
That they*ce above all ane ehold . / : 
Without a Dread ——— Qftay theLighraing.in f 
Your Eyes — What will radkg.of brave Hyſaſpes, 
If you let looſe to Aetionallyour Frowns, ©-- 
And execute the Terrour of your:Looks Te 
Pour 'em on me, 'rwasT the Gracedenyd: 1 hn : 
For lo, I think ſo meanly of -my ſelf, Bl SNe © LIT J 
That I c2n live to be refus '4 by him. + Ss "tb: E 
Cyr. Riſe, or you preſs my yiddng Heare to Denh— : 
2m _—_ me -s the more to him Proſe 
zuards, ſeize that Traytoury®s m ence 
ToExile let him go, and nor bo ny 
So near as Aſia does her Geling mote hag. L; 
Lauf. O let me beg you Kev recall fo Doom. b= 
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Cyax. Nephew. 6 

Creſ. O Cyrus & | 
Mighty Prince, but hear us. Us | 

Cyr. Keep off, - 00g me Breath, you ſtifle me— | 
Why, Unkle, Creſws, King of Lydia, Fre decreed it, A 
And none amongit the Stars:ſhall 'ere revoke. q 
Away with him— A thouſand Bafilicks tra ls | N 
Are in his Eyes. nt i 


Hy. With haſte I will obey you. Se, 
Thus on my Knees T take your gentle Doom ; I go 
To Baniſhment, and if my. wand'ring _ | 
Dire& me where to: do you-ſome poor Se 
Pll do't wich hazard of this hated Life—. 
Ten thouſand ViRories, nay-more 
L_ TIN and Eve; laſting Laurels 

orn the Head of the molt Got: like | Exit Hyſtaſnes. 

Creſ. He's gene, and ſee the King looks diſcontent, 4% al 

Czex. Why, 'Nephew, Gras, you are mov'd. 

Laul. O Cyr 4x bo FIT 

Cyr. What ſays the brightyrhe wrong'd: aria?. . 

Lauſ. Why have you We Co Goo? ? 
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Tl tell you then, how raſhly you have done. 
Den © 
both at ones dilperſe t Lights, 
E're our two Loves cou'd join; and ſhou'd Hyfaſpes hope, 
Yet you your ſelf forbid the ſcornful -Hymen: 
Since it muſt oue, Pl tell it, if my Sighs,. 
Mixe with Ten Thouſand Bluſhes, give me leave——— 
.I love (Heav'ns! ) This poor Daughter to a Captive Prince, 
un ie with Pride that ſhe does-love the Man, 
Of all the World, the greateſt, braveſt' Soul 
As &er the Gods put in a mortal Body. 
Cyr. Alas ! What's this I hear ! 
Lauſ. Now qudge by what Pve faid, if I cou'd &er 
Deſcend to love another ——1 have done— 
O-look not oh me, I am all on Fire, / 
Burnt up with Bluſhes which cheſs Tears-incage. 
This mortal Secret you have wrack'd from me 
Will kill Lasſaris: anita gn tis 
Cre/. Unhappy Girl. ©: . TI | 
Lauſ. Give me a Vail: And now the World farewel. 
Cyr. What means the bright,” the wrong'd Lau/aria ? 
Why doſt thou hide thy Charming Face from Cyras ? 
Lavſ. 'Tis juſt, after'a Confidence fo new, 
It ſhou'd for ever thus be ſhut from you, 
My Bluſhes to all Eyes may be unknown, 
' But oh ! I neer can ſhrowd-'em from my own. 
þ—- 14 is too low. I want betide 
e Sun to be Eclips'd, my Shame to hide. 
Cold: Cydn#s, make thy Icy Stream my Urn, 
To drown my Flames, and quench me now I barn. - 
Cyjax. What, does not this ſtart Pity from your Eyes 
And Heart? | | 
Cyr. Tell me, inſtru& me what to do— 
O Cyaxares, lend me thy dear Breaſt, 
T unload my Griefs, and learn thy precious Council— 
Run for H/fa/pes quick, if not too late, 
Tell him his Prince repeals his Baniſhment, 
Will take him to his gentle Arms again ——— 


o 


[ Exit LauC 


Excuſe, dear Unkle, theſe unruly Paſſions, [ Exit Officer. 


And oh, my Friends, forgive your Cyras Frailties. 
Enter 10 them Artabaſus. 


What means this Trumpet's formal ſound 2—The News? 
Arta. It is a Heravld from th' 4/jyrian Camp, 

That ſays,. the Sc9:hian Queen, the brave Thomyrs, 

With Abradatss, the young Sw/an as 


[Sound of a Trumpet. 
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Arend to azk a mom s 
Jr. Then we (hall Re this 


bh nd Vali pe 2+ Et <5: 
So Great, a tas wh | mt b 
Cref. She 1s indeed a Wonizn of'tuch Spirit WH: 


As you have heard of Juno, oe tock Honour, * 
Sock haughty Valonr; and far Maſculine, - 
| That ſhe's well call'd, the Mirarle of. Women | 
A But then, like bold pn oren or can 9 S47Y 
With ev'ry Vice of the wikdg-50l 00 
And monſttons of her Sex; Yat Abradatur' * ni a1 bcc) 
Is eruly Valiant, Brave, and Virtuous== | 
But heark, ſhe comes,—this Trumpov ſpeaks her Reeds: | 
| — 04) YEH __ 
; Enter to them Thomyris, Abradatus, VFopen and Attendance n State, 
 ;Seythiar' Guards, 44 © 
-\ vitt 220). 4! TL Soak GS - oY 
Cyr. She is indeed of admirable Preſence. : Ki42 
Thom. There cannot be a Wonder on the Earth 1 
So Great as Cyrus is W'thotWart'hegnt (uw 
Or is't ſome God, or Hers hitnfoWt I ſees 
For ſure theſe Eyes were ihever ble(#d-before- 


Witch fuch a ſight —— What's Baltbatar; and al - Ai 
The Princes of the Globe compartIee fit + 28 
Now, I no more admire his. mighty'-Fortune, 


That Godlike Mein and-Prefence'is- enotgh © © 

T1 enſlave great Kings, and awe the barb'rous World— 

I need not ask who is the famous \'Cyrw? 

| Something which makes great Sotils' ſo near ally'd, 

= Tells me you are- that excellent':brave Man. 

bes -  _ Cyr. I am that moſt unworthy Cru — - 
What wou'd the Great, th' moſt famous in the World 
The Scythian _— ? ww 
Wie ps Hear on ng © I 

/ urſe me, you and languiſh' all Fame 

: Now I behold the Saling Cyrus Parſoel/+> s 

1 if = injuftly I become your Foe. 
= 1 pat Fl forget the Murder of -my Son, + - 


Tay his Death was my misfortune Cty 
You have a Virgin that's Panthes'calld, : 
Ehe-Maourning; longing Wife of this young Prince, 
Whom (ere the Prieſt had faid his binding Pray'r) 
The Gods, to ſhew the moſt incertain State 

Ot human things; ſrarch'd-fromichis Nuptial Arms, 
And bore her trom him: by-a Storm*of Fate, 

Ev'a in a time when cheydid REY _ 

Faſt as their aps ham 
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 O give her to my Soul, and L will add, 
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xD , Tagen « \\ 4 | | 
All Places fave, and priviledge the Fair; - ' 7... Be 
Beauty is even held in, War, na hoe, wag. dr aer et. <4 ye aka 


And Cyrns cannot ſtdop to do CUTE 23d ongerndy” 
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Cyr. Go on, bright Queen. ..__ * 
Thomy. Long hearing of thy vaſt and proud Succeſſe; 
Ofer all Mankind. In pity of the World, 
I drew a force of Forty Thouſand Men, 
From my own yet unconquer'd Land to aid 
Thy | Enemies this Army we'll withdraw ; * 
And with brave Cyras make immortal League, 
If he'll reſtore the fad Panthea to us. ot 
Cyr. Now bleſt be 4ll thoſe Deities that ſaw. . 
The ſolemn Rites performing 'gainſt their Wills, 
And would not let the Hymeneal Torch 
Be light——Ask you me, whom piteous Heaven 
Sent by a Miracle to my ProteQion ! 
Demand my Crowns, my everlaſting Fame, 
My ſhining Trophies, and my Victories : 'N 
For they are not ſo dear, nor; half fo ſacred, Lo 
Nor look fo bright in.all the World's eſteem. I 
Abra, O I am rcuin'd — Hell is in my. Boſom—— 1K: 
Pantheg's loſt, undone, inconſtant, ha! 
She loves him too perhaps—O thought-like Death! 
Curſe en this feeble Arm that cou'd nor guard her, 
Nor had the Courage to aſſault” my Breaſt. : _ 
Cyax. lt is apparent that the Gods were all 
Diſpleas'd, and meant thoſe Nuptials ſhou'd not be, 
When at'the very Altar, like a Dove | 
From the fierce Vultures Glaws they reſcu'd her. 
Abra. O King of an Immortal. Fame !: | 
Dread Cyrav, thou art Great, above the, World: ,  - = 
There is no thought a Woman here can fix | 
Thy Soul, that ſoars and ranges like the Sun, 
Behold me from thy Power, like awful Fove, 
And O'! reſtore me to my Heav'n of Love, 
Pity my Youth, and give Pazthes tg me ; 


To the bright Queens, Ten Lhgula: | Valiant Archers, 
And vow my felt thy true Coniegerate,— - - 

Think not *cis Fear . that makes. tae. ſtoop ſo low 

To beg of Thee, but mighty Love that muſt 
Be ſtill obey'd ; elſe I cou'd meet thee darin 
Ac'th* Head of. all thy Army, ſhouting lo 
To animate the Courage of their Leadec : 
And O Panthes ! were Panthea but. 


The Vi&or's Prize, the bleſſed Hopes hou'd 94ps 
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To fetch Panthes back in hare de From CARER . 
Tomorrow I will meet thee' in the Front | 
Of Batcel, where it ſhall be then recorded © 

To thy eternal Shame and my, 

A Woman conquer'd- how h 


Cyr. Proud Queen, retreat ow the TD 
The : niceſt Lawof I Can ne'er RG 
Such daring Proyocations. 


Enter pe attended. 


Panth. My Abradatas. 
Soul of my (non and Lordof in Dities 
Am I fo bleſt to ſee thee ance again! * * 
To embrace thee once” before I die, 
Save me from Fears, from Priſon, and from Harms, | 
And lock me ſafe within theſe tender Arms. 
Abra. O my Pantbes! Let me hold eds ns = 


Hoard all my numberdefs and be Ps ; 
On thy ſoft Cheeks at once? Pat ng tells ine. 


*Tis that, *cis thar— afhſt 

Say quickly, Friends, ary $. i to pare Em —— $2571 
k, will you fee me rack'd %—- 1264-1 apadga aL 

Each cloſe mbrace, E: a Þ 

And will not, cannot, bear © any 
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This Pleaſure is too great and rich ro lal_ 
O ſtir not from me. 

Panth.. No, we'll never Part —— V1 tor! 2:4 S013] alts 
Our Loves ſhall here incorp'rate us like Air 3* __ | 
Not Swords, nor Death, divide us., us. 14. 

Now *tis beyond the Power Jett, . Pe: il 0, 5.6 
Or Fove himſelf this Gor untie. © rods $0119 arg TIT 
Nay, Cyras is too Brave, too Gabdto fee tht” tf 1G, 

Such faithful Lovers languiſk ahy longer. 

Cyr, O I am ſtruck !—A th | | 
At once their pointed Venom'it'my Eyes; 
And now I feel *em in my BreaſF=& Tel me; > 1:6 
What is beſides the mortal ſtroke! RING 
That gy priagd— pu aſp! 3500 Rigid + 
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Prince, from. this fatal Extaſie retire,” 17 © 5 23 / 20) virmin 
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The Tragedy of Love. 


Abra. Thou ſhalt not ſtirr——-I will not move without her, 


But leave Ten chouſand Limbs, if I'd fo many, 
Hack'd d hew'd from this unhappy Body, 
But Lwt r her hence-— O my Panthea ! —— 
h Mother ! let me loſe this hated Life : 
[t let me dye before I part with her. 

Panth. Think not of Death, my Abradatas, loe, 
The Gallant Monarch melts, and fays it too 
Our Lives ſhall be immortal as our Loves. 


Thom. Cyrus has reach'd the utmoſt brink of Greatneſs——- 


The Gods no longer will diſpute thy Fate, 
Since they have puniſh'd thee with lawleſs Love 
A curſed Charm that flumbers all thy Virtues, 
That thou ſhalt never more awake to Glory 
Retire, my Son, from Beauty run to day, 
And, by the Gods, Panthea ſhall be thine 
To morrow, when we only ſhall encounter 
With the ſtarv'd Genius, weary Fame of Cyrus. 
My Women ſhall be foremoſt in the Fight, 
And, with-cheir naked Breaſts and Arms difplay'd, 
Shall lead this once brave Man a Captive-Slave, 
This em pry Form of his departed Greatneſs. 
Panth. O Royal Mother! 
Why d'you miſtake ? You wrong the God-like Cyr. 
O give him gentle Words, mild as the Sound 
Of Prcay'rs and Sighs in Sacrifices us'd ; | 
Speak t' him, approach him as indeed you onght, 
As Conqu*rour of the World , and you ſhall ſce 
No God can be fo laviſh, nor ſo kind. 

Abra. My dear Panthea, why. d*you thus proceed ?. 
Unlefs you with to make me worſe than Woman ——- 
Hold, while Pve Reſolution in my Breaſt, 

And all thy -Heav'n of Charms will let me go; 

By thoſe, thy felf I ſwear, the greateſt Oach 

That I can take, ro morrew-I will bring 

Thy Abradatas to thee, live or dead. 

Panth. No, ſay not fo—— Thus kneel with thy Panthea, 
My Hand cloſe lock'd m thine, my Abradatar, 

And ſend our Tears and our Requeſts together 
Look, Mighty Conqu*rour, caft your Eyes beneath, 

And may your Arms, and Fame'increaſe in Wars, 

As you to Love, are pitytul and kind. 31 

Abra. Now, God-like Cyras, from thy Rage look down; 
By all thoſe Virtues that have made thee ſhine, 

And gain'd,the Name of the Immortal Cyr. 
Oh, ſtoop to ſee what mighty Love can do,. 
That humbles thus thy generous Enemy, 
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| Both kneel. 
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w valiant Friends, 

+ Do not my 5 

For all the Torments that I feel within. 

This is the ſharpeſt Stroak that ever touch'd 


My. Virtue here— Riſe, Goddet—— In this Poſture 


Thou art more cruel to thy Cyras far 
Than he can be to thee. 

Panth, Here we will grow, 

Thus ever fix'd, thus rooted as you ſee us, 
Till from the nobleſt Breath of all the World, 
We hear the Sentence of out Death or Life. 

Cyr. Oh Friends ! I feel a War within my Breaſt. 
The horrid Sound of Fights, and parting Ghoſts 
Are all but Muſick to my tortur'd Sence—— 

Yet fain I'd get the Vie'ry o'er my'ſelt; 

But Oh, Ican't! and find I am too weak- — 
By all the Gods it is beyonda Mortal 
Ha! Part *em, or the Sight will kill 
Your General And Oh, my Fellow-Soldiers ! 
Stay whilſt this dreadful Moment retire, 

And having rais'd Pamtbea from the Ground, 

_ Send my triumphant Rival-back 3 for this 

Is more than all the Wounds &er had in Fight, 
And I can fly from ngthing but this Sight. 


Abra. Now, now I curſe my Tamenefs, and theſe Kin 


That made me ſtoop ſo low to beg ev'n thee —— 
Away, Pantbea, with me not to ſtay { | 
Go to thy Gaoler back, and loadihis Head 

With Curſes, whilſt thy Abradatas ſhall | 
Prepare to fight, and pour-eni all upon him. 

-Thow. Go, we mult leave thee inthy Prifon again, 
Burt in the Morning thau ſhalt riſe from thence, 
Bright as the Sun that revels in his Chariot, 

And ſee thy felf-as free —- Go, whilftwe ſtay, 
Revenge grows tame, and we forget thy Wrongs. + 


Parth. Then muſt we parc! Yet Pm toblame —— 


Go, whilſt my Woman's Soul can give thee leave, 
And all the Blcflings of a Love that's chaſte, . 
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yes ſhed Blood ? —>, They ſhou'd, they ſhou'd, 


[Exit Cyrus, 
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A faithful, tender Wife's kind Thoughts attend thee.” 


- The Tragedy of Love, Jt 
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Abra. O my-Panthea ! IU 35 
Panth. And to inſpire thee more, call to thy Mind 
Our Intant Loves, the foft, and precious Vows 
"Chat we have oft exchang'd Nights without Number, 
As were the Stars our Witnefles, till all 
Thole petty, lefler Knots were'qaittrniravell'd, 
And made one Nuptial Bond—— Pvedone—. Farewell—-— 
But Oh, 'regard —— Regard-rhat precious Life; - 
By which both live, and all the Gods'prorect thee, 
Abra. The Thoughts of thee ſhall fHl enrich my Mind 
With all the Pleafures that are yer to come, 
And thoſe that are like Viſionsflid away ;  - 
How oft we've tyr'd the Watchings of the Moon, 
Till the pale Empreſs of the Night grew weary, 
And fate to reſt behind a filken Cloud. ' + / 
Thom. Have done, or I muſt a& the Part of Cyras, 
And tear you from each others Arms. ' 
Abra. This Kifs, and then we part-— Farewell—— It comes, 
Methinks already the fierce Storm __ 
And'bears thee from me o'er a thouſand Billows. 
Panth. Thee, like a Rock, I fain won'd hold but cannot. 
But Oh ! rough Horrour like a deſperate Sea, 
Throws me from off-Eove's and-from thee. 
Abra. Weep not, my Soul=——— Who knows but that *cre long, 
Our weary 'd.Barks may meet, the Storm o'er-blown. 
Truſt till to morrow what the Gods can do. 
| Exeunt Thomyris, Abradatas, «nd their Attendants, at 
one 'Door 3 and Panthea weeping with ber Maids, 
at anather.. Manent. Cyaxares, Craſus, Artaba- 
lus, and Guards. 
Cyax. Let a ſtrong Guard attend the Scythian Queen, 
Till ſhe is fafe arriv'd within her Camp. 
Re-Enter Cyrus. 
Cyr. Tell me, kind Unkle, tell thy Cyrss quickly, 
How bore the fad Panthea her Departure ? 
Cyax. As lilent as the Day gives way to Night, 
And patient as the Spirit of a Saint 
Dying, and leaving all the World bebind him. 
Cyr. Run, Artaba/us, run, and kneel betorc her, 
Tell her, what Kingdom in the World can buy 
One Smile, or Tear on Abradatas thrown, 
And't ſhall be kers The Sea's, nor Creſis Hoard, 
Holds not the Wealth chat I will bid for either; 
My Life, nay fay Ten thouſand Lives are hers———— 
Tell what thou canſt invent Tell her what not——_— 
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32 Cyrus the. Great « Or, 
Say more than if thou wert in Love, thou then 
Cou'dſt ſay — Yet hold, I will not cruſt thy felf alone—— 
Come all with me=— You, Uankle, area Father, 

Speak as you wou'd do to your only Daughter ; 

Drop all the Sweetnefs of a Parent's Tongue——— 
Cre/ws is wiſe, and has been ens Rod bx 
Thy Eloquence has clear'd the Delpbiek Riddles, 

O charm m Dodenee thou charm'ſt the God —_ 

Cre/. Elſe may I fall a Sacrifice to Cyr —— 

| wha Rejoice, my Cyrus, doubt not thy Succeſs ; 
That needs mnſt-pnoys, which tortures all our Pity. . 

Cyr. 'Tis ſhe muſt pity, you forgive my Paſſion — 

Lend me a Dagger one of you, or kill me; 

Come, who is Noble leyel here thy Dace, 

And reach this wanton Cupid in.my Heart: 

Death from my meaneſt Vaſlal I will ſtand, 

Or fall by any but a Woman's Hand 5 +. 

For _ _ prays the Tyrant with Stig ont, 
Lets Fools an wards.proſper in their State, 
And AT the Brave Uniranecs: 


6 AT Tertit. 
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| Exeunt Omnes. 
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Adcus Quartus, 'Scxna Prima. 
x. Scone. draws, and diſcovers Cyzus,: and Cyaxares ; 
+ "They come forwards, 


Cyr. Y ET more! Have not faid enough, dear Unkle? 
| And have you not already ſeen and heard 
With bluſhing, coo.much of your Cyrus Frailties ? 
Czax. Tell me, my Cyras, when you have diſclos'd 
The heavy Load that lies. upon your Soul, 
I'll pour a Balm into's ſhall give you Eaſe— 
Theſe Strugglings of the Nobler Paſſions ſhew 
- The moſt Heroick Mind that ever was. 
Cyr, O Cyaxares /-P mall Guilt, all Stain, 
Ev'n I that cid the foremoſt in the World, 
And knew how Dear, how Great, and how Eſteem'd 
A Thing my hard-got Honour was—— yet thar, 
v5; on are drown whihin a Seca of Love, 
y Empires, Crowns quite ruin'd by the Fair, 
That gilded o'er the us deluding Danger, 
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iy Tragedy of Line. 
hen tempted me to ſplit —-— O a] 

My matchleſs Glories with my ſelf panning 
In the falſe footing of a Woman's imile. 
Cyax, You are Impartial to a fault C 
Whoſe Love 1s guided by the Rays of > ah : 

The Crime 1s not ſo great to be in Love: 
The Gods themſelves have often felt its Power 
Witneſs the many ſcapes of Jupiter, : 
And the Wiſe Men have all confeſs'd, that once 
In his whole Life the braveſt, greateſt Man 
May ſtoop to Love 
Nay, Solon has confeſs'd, 
That he himſelf was once a Slave to Love. 

Cyr. Solon | had Solon that to loſe as 1 havye ? 
Had he the bulineſs of the World to fill 
His thoughts, and chace away all ſoft Idea's 2 
Books might have faſhion'd his tame Soul to Love 
But mine ſhou'd have been hardened wrought by War : 
Proof as the Anvil 'gainft the Cyclops Hammers ; : 
And Glory in my Breaſt ſhowd have Eclips'd 
The Rays of Beauty—— How I hate my (elt / 
Acbilles, when a Boy, did never handle 
And ply the Diſtaff with ſuch Female Skill. 

Cyax. Still you run on, are too ſevere a Judge 
Evn to your ſelf, your Honour 1s too nice, 
And Dicates to you with a ridged Breath, 
This noble caution o're' your looſer Paſſions, 
Shews yet a greater Conquelt o're your Mind, 
Than if you nere had felt what Love had bin; 
*Tis Mortal-like to be the Aim of Vice, 
But it is God-like to reſiſt its Fury. 

Cyr. Teach me, dear Unkle, teach me how to do (0: 
I feel my Vertue now begins to tire, 
And Love Plays all the Tyrant in my Soul,” 
When I begin to wiſh the Pain away, 
O then I wiſh the pleaſant grief to keep. 


Enter to them Hyltaſpes. 


Hyſt. Thus low Hyſtaſpes falls beneath your Feet, 
And comes to know his Monarch's joytul Doom. 
Cyr. Welcome, Hyſtaſpes, once more to my Arms, 
And from this time tor ever to my Breaſt ; 
No Love, nor Jealouſie ſhall henceforth throw 
Suſpitions *twixt my Friend and me. 
Hyſt. Then *is 
Above the Malice of Fiends in ls 
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34 Cyrus the Great : Or, 


To Shock me from the ſtate I now remain in 

Bleſ#d be the Gods that have again Inſtall'd me 
In the Immortal Throne of Cyrus's Favour — 

But oh ! forgive, forgive your Soldier's Crimes, 
Led by his Frailties. | 

Cyr. Thou art good Hyſtaſpes ; 

Tis thou haſt cauſe to blame thy Cyrus's Temper, 
When like a Man infe&ed, mad in Love, 
' I threw at random ; hurt my deareſt Friends : 
So rag'd | with the wild Prometbean Fire 3 
Bat 1 will quench it, quench it ery Spark, 
And the bright Yenus then, that glitter*d in 
My Eyes, I will behold hurtleſs as ſhadows, 
Or as Jove's Bird the Eagle does the Sun, 

Hyſt. O my lovw'd Lord, perſue your gallant Hopes, 
She ſhall be yours by all the Powers above ; 

My ſelf ſhall hold your Hymens Torch——— O Sir 
She's too Divine for all the World but you. 

Cyr, No more, Hyſtaſpes-— There is ſomething in 
Thy Face that ſhews thou art not yet well pleagd— 
Tell me— why look'ſt thou ſtill upon us with 
A troubled Brow ? 

Hyſt. 1 came from ſuch a ſight 
Wov'd ſtrike Compaſſion from obdurate Rocks, 
And make ſoft Pity flow from Hearts of Steel, 

The Courage of your Soldiers flags to tell it. 

Cyr. Out with it, tho”, let it be nere ſo dreadful. 

Hyſt. The Fair, th* unhappy, Innocent Lauſaria 
[{s grown diſtratted by a violent Grief; 

Her Wits, her Pretious Senſes quite are gone . 
The Ornaments of ſo much Beauty fled ! 

Fled to the Gods that gave them, and, no doubt, 
E're long will draw the lovely Body after. 

Cyax. Ha ! what ſay*ſt thou? 

Cyr. Can this be true, Hyſtaſpes ? 

Cyax, The Cauſe ? 

Hyſt. Do you not gueſs it, fince ſhe own'd 
A Paſlion for the Great, and Famous Cyrus ? 

The fad occaſion was, alas ! that ſhe 

Too Itghtly had reveal'd her Love to you : 

For from your Preſence, ſhe no ſooner was 

Convey'd to her Appartment, but her Anger, 

Which firſt adorn'd her Face with bluſhing Red, 
Streight ſnatch'd the Roſes from her Cheeks, and lefe 
A Pale, and Trembling Colour in their ſtead 
Mountains and Hills coine cover me ſhe ſaid 

No, no, Ecernal Darkneſs ſhroud my Head, 
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The Tragedy of Le. 
From Cyr#s's ſight — O ! Cyrus follows me; 
He mecks me— Hide me from his ſcornſul Eyes, 
Cyr. Hold, hold, HZyſtaſpes give me ſtrength to hear thee ; 
Thou pour*lt ill News too faſt upon my Soul— 
SO But go On. | 
Hyſt. This for ſome Minutes held her, 
Till from the Fatal Extaſie, ſhe roſe, 
And ſtrugling to recal her wandring Senſes, 
Look'd round about her, Wild and Beautiful. 
But oh ! (thou raſh Afinerva to permit it) 
She let her Words at random ſo diſperſe, 


"That we too ſoon the Fatal Meaning knew, 


Through all their dark and ridled Senſe. 
Cyr, Pry'thee, what ſaid ſhe ?— Say, did ſhe not Curſe me ? 
Hyſt. Thus ſhe wou'd talk 
Where's Cyrus, where? Has he not heard I love him—— 
Curs'd be the Wretch that firſt diſclos'd my flame, 
See where ſhe's hurld, and has no reſt below, 
A Thouſand Souls of Chaſt and Modeſt Virgins 
Arm at her ſight, and drive me from the Shades ; 
Then muſt I back into the World again ! 
O there is Cyrus, and Panthea too, 
He Loves her, and ſhe Loves him not again ! 
Ha ! There tart puniſh'd falſe deluding Man, 
Thou art Revenge me, O Panthea, On himu==s 
But ſee, my Cyrus weeps, O pity him-—- 
Cruel Panthea | cruelleſt of thy Sex ! 
What mercileſs Panther gave thy Mother Suck, 
That bred in thee ſuch Monſtruonus Savage Nature, 
As not Yadore ſo excellent a Man ? 


Entey to them Craſus weeping. 


Cre. O Cyrus, I perceive the Gods ordain 

Thy Friends and Foes to fall alike by thee, 

By all their Ruins to adorn thy Triumph 

Pity the Man whoſe breath thou didſt reſtore, 

Pity my Daughter on whoſe future ſtate 

That Life depends ——- Go in, and fee what Wrack, 
What wild deſtruction thy ſtill Conquering Gemus, 

In Love as well as War, has made among(t 

Lauſariar's Beauties. 

Cyr. When, when ye Gods will all theſe miſchiefs ceaſe, 
Or grow to ſuch a Balk will fink me quite ! 
Chide me not, Creſus, chide not the unhappy, 
Convey me to her ſtreight, and 7p 
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P20: : Cyrus the Great: Or, 
With me to Charm the cruel Deities, \ 
And fave the greateſt miracle of Love. _ - CExeunt Cyrus and Creſus, 
Cyax. Why, why ye Geds, has Cyras fo defery'd'! 
That almoſt at the Race's end of Glory, 
Worſe than Pandora's Plagues is ſent amongſt ns ? 
Beauty thou ſubtile ſpoyler of the World, 
Man were a God-head were it not for thee, 
And there was never Hero yet below 
That rais'd the Jealous Envy of the Gods, 
But this, this never failing Curſe was ſent 
To ruin all his Fame, and blaſt his Glaries=—— 
Hyſtaſpes, when does Balthazar intend 
To give vs Battel ? 
Hyſt. Early this next Morning; 
I underſtood it by a Slave of mine, 
'That fled at my Command ſome few days ſince, 
And dewlt a Spy within the Enemies Camp. 
He's now return'd, and tells me both the number,. 
Order, and ſtrength of this ſo potent Army, 
He likewiſe ſays, that next their multitndes. 
They put their chiefeſt Hopes and Confidence 
In brave Thomyris, and her Scythian Bowmen. 
Relying thus on his unweildy Forces, 
And fed with lyes of Soothſayers, he remains 
Cloſe in his Tent, Carroufes, Feaſts, 'and Revels, 
Scorning the Gods, the Fates, and thinks them poor, 
And all beſides his boaſted Power but mean. 
Cyax. Wou'd it were now, Hyſtaſpss, wou'd the Fight 
Were now beginning, and the Trumpets call - 
Did Rouze fond Cyrus from theſe Painted Dreams, 
'The danger wov'd be leſs to find him fo 
Inclosd, than in his Tents beleg'd with Love, 
His Breaſt lay*d open to the poyſonous Darts 
Of Cruel Beauty. 
Hyſt. O the Happy time ! 
Thy Rage ſoft Tyranous Love ſhall then have End, 
\Vhen Cyrus kindles once again the Heat 
That firſt inſpir*d his Noble Breaſt with Glory. 
Cyax, 1 hear a ſudden noiſe of Claſhing Swords — [Noiſe of Fighting withis, 
Look out, Hyſtaſpes, go and ſee the matter. 
[4s Hiltaſpes 1s going off, enter in baſte Artabaſus with his Sword Drawn. 
Arta. Where's Cyrus ? where's the King ? ——— Great Cyaxares, 
Pity the braveſt Valoor in the World — | | 
Haſte, Sir, and fave the Gallant Abradatas, (t 
\Vith great and moſt unequal odds oppreſt— 
Haſte for the ſakes of all your braveſt Men: 
Gor at ſo dear a Rate he ſells bys Life, | 
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That with's own Hand atready he has ſlain 
Strange Numbers of the ſtouteſt Ranks, whoſe Valour 
Pnſht %em firſt on to meet his daring Blows. 
Cyax, Whatmadneſs forc'd him thus to his Deſtru&ion 1 
Arta. His deſperate Love led him fo boldly on : Ih 
For with a Troop, compos'd of all his beſt 
And ſtouteſt Men, he ſtraight broke throvgh our Camp 
Who ſtood more Wondring at their madneſs, thin * 
Afraid—— And thovgh of all his Valiant Followers 
Scarce ten remain alive beſides himſelf, 
Yet ſtill he ventures on, and calls for Cyrus 
But hark, they this way COmCom—— 
Cyax, Follow Hyſtaſpes— 
[4s Cyaxares, and the reſt are going off, Enters Abradatas fighting againſt 
a great many, Cyaxares and the reſt joyn againſt him and his followers, 
Brave Abradatas yield, whilſt you are ſafe. 
Abra. Yield ! By the Gods that hated Breath I ſcorn 
The Spirits of my murder*d Friends around me 
Still guard me from the Thoughts of ſuch a Baſeneſgmmm_m_— 
Do'ſt think I undertook ſo brave a Deed 
With the leaſt thought of Living, or of Yielding ! 
No, Fight I will till ev'ry Sinew fail me: 
And when my Arms can lift a Sword no longer, 
FIl ſtretch *em forth to all your Cymeters; 
Now to be parted from my Bleeding Body, 
Before [ll ſuffer *em to be tamely bound —— 
Come all Quick, make an End of me—— Ye Gods ! 
Wov'd I had Cyrus now but in thy Place 
Thus wow'd I do, thus uſe my hated Rival. 
Ayſt. Kill, kill the raging Prince, if he'l be (till 
Thus Obſtinate. 
Cyax. I charge you ev'ry Man 
To fave him, and with ſpeed take him alive. 
[They Fight, Cyaxares im the Skirmiſh 1s mortally Wounded, Abradatas is 
taken Priſoner, and Diſarm'd. 
Abra. Baſe Villains! Choak*d I am: with Multitudes——= 
O that 1 want the Fierceneſs of a Lyon 
To chace this Herd of Slaves and Cowards from me. 
Hyſt. What ail you, Sir ? O Curſed ſight, you Bleed? 
Cyax. 1 fear Pve bin too raſhw— 
And feel Pm wounded in my Mortal it part. 


Re-cntey to them Cyrus 1n vaſte, 


Hyſt. The Gods forbid-=—— O Sir, retire and view not 
This ſad Miſchance. 


- 


3 — Cyrusthe Gras: Or, 


Cyr. Ha! | 
Creſ, Hyſtaſpes, how came this to pals? 
Cyr. Blait me, you Vitious Planets of my Burth 3 
Fa!l on me all the wrath af Heav'n at once, | 
Can this be true what here. my Eyes behold—— 
My Unkle wounded ! *Tis not much, I hope ? 

Cyax. Yes, *tis to Death, and by my fleeting Soul 
Lam not forry for t—— But why grieve you? 
I now ſhall tug the Reins of Rule no more, 
And you ſhall drive the Chariot of the World 
Alone My Life that ſtood ſo long Pt? way 
Dividing all the while Ambition with thee, . 
Shall ſhare with thee, and of thy Hopes no more, 


Cyr. Fetch my Phyſitians-—— Run for Artiſts ſtraight, . 


A Kingdom ſhall be his that Cures his Hurt. 

Cyax, Stir not, I charge you—— "Tis beyond all Art 
To ſave my Life——e Þve but a Moment's Breath 
To ſpeak, yet whilſt that laſts, is thine, my Cyrus; 
And likewiſe all that's mine I give to thee 
Commit my only Daughter to thy Care, 

She's young, and may in time grow up thy Wife, 

Cyr. Curſt Abradatas Curſt be all the Fates 
That led thee thus to Triumph ſtill upon me, 

Firſt in my Love, and now in Cyaxares; 
But by the Gods—— By my wrong'd Self I Swear 
I will be tame no longer, but will ſweep thee, 
Like a fierce Whirlwind from the Face of Cyrus, 
Wert thou the Mynion of the ſpiteful Stars ; 
Yes, though ten Thouſand Cupids on their Knees, 
And Venus weeping Eyes ſhow'd beg to ſave 46 
_Abra. 1 killd him bravely, by the Gods I did, 
K1]Pd him as Iwow'd thee, hadſt thou bin there, 

Cyr. Away with him to ſpeedy Death, 1 charge yon. 

Cyax, Hold, Cyrus, hold, the Gallant Prince ſays true ; 
Let me not be the cauſe of his hard Fate, 

It was my Fortune, and the Chanceof War. 

C'yr. Lorture me not with the Requeſt; I vow 
It is the only thing I cannot grant you. 

Cyax, You muſt —— O my Dear Cyrus t have bin 
To blame, my Envy of thy gallant Deeds | 
Brovght me to meet the Death I have deſerv'd. : 

Had I but pleagd my ſelf to hear thee proſper, 

And Trealur'd thy Exploits within my Breaſt, 

AS kind Unkle ſhou'd have done to Cyrus, 
0) then I bad bin happier. | 4 
"07/13, and Media now ſhall be but one ; 

Far gyeater than Aſiyages thou art, 
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The firſt ſole Monarch of the 27:4es and Per/3ans 

Cyrus farewel Kiſs me, and then I go. 
Cyr. He's fled, the kindeſt, deareſt, braveſt Man 

That ever bleſt the World, is gone=—— Dry un 

Your Tears, and hide your Sorrows in your Breaſts, 

*Tis poor and mean to ſpend our gricts like Women; 

Ten Thovſand Deaths are all too little for thee, 

No, thou ſhalt live, and grow in ſtudy*d Tormeats; 

PII carry thee where-c'rel go, to be 

The ſport of my Revenge, and ev'ry Day 

Thou ſhalt be brought 'th' midſt of all thy Pains 

To hear thee houl before me Go with him 

To Tortures, Chains, |mpriſonment Away. 


[ ayes, 


To Abrad, 


Entey to them Running, and Weeping, Panthea attended, as Abradatas is 


carrying off. 


Pantb, Hold, whither is my Alradatas going !—— 
Brave Cyrus ſtay, recal your dread Commands =— 
Ah ! where d'ye hurry my dear Prince fo faſt ? 
Still Abradatas will you be thus raſh ? 
Adventuring through a Thouſand threatning Deaths, 
Tocome to this accurſed Place to meet 
Your certain Ruin; Cruel as you are, 
More Cruel to your ſelf and me than Cyrus far: 

Cyr. Still does ſhe come to brave my little Power, 
And chain my weak Reſolves She knows her ſtrength, 
By all the Gods ſhe does, and dares me to'c | 
Keep *em aſunder, part 'em whilſt Pm in 
The mind—— —_ anon I may forget 
I bid you=—>— Do, and part *em now tor ever, 

Abra. You uree in vain, the Tyrant muſt b'obey'd =——— 
Farewel, our Loves ſhall ſhine amongſt the Stars, 
And make Immortal Lights that never ſhall 
Be quench d—— There we will Rule, and guide the Planets, 
Cauſing %*em ev*ry one to ſhed their worlkt, 
And mortaPſt Venom on his Curſed Head. | 

Panth. Ah no, you wrong the brave and God-lixe Cyrus, 
He is more mild than tender Mothers are; 
The Spring is not ſo ſweet that flows from Winter, 
As are the Paſſions of that Brave rough Man ——— 
Look thou Immortal ; great on Earth as ove 
Can you behold me kneel, and hear me beg, . I 
In vain, who once you ſaid was Beautiful, and lov'd : 

Cyr. Panthea riſe, I cannot ſee you bend £ 
There's ſomething in thoſe Eyes wou'd cheat me {1!l, 
Although I know their kindneſs is not meant 


[To the Guards, 


F Kneels. 
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To me-—— No, no, theſe Prayers and Tears are all 
My Rivals ſtill Behald there's one cowd.ſpeak 
If it had Life, but that is flain by thee—— ['Shews the body of Cyax. 
See, ſee, the lilent everlaſting Cauſe 
Of Abradatas Fate. 
Panth, Ah me, the ſight ; ” 
Is dreadfu], but you muſt forget it —— : 
He kilPd him fairly in his Life's defence, 
And you may add a little too' for Lovemn— 
The gallant Cyrus wou'd have done as much, 
Had he bin urg'd, or had the like Occaſion, - 
Cyr. Away Panthea, hence, thou plead'it again(t 
Thy ſelf, and haſt recall\d each wandering Spark 
That tray*d without my Breaſt, and fann'd *em to 
A Flame, that if thou talſt, will nere be quench'd— 
Away with him, I ſay—— Death to you all 
That diſobey a Moment— £ 
Abrad. 1 Court that Death, and cannot wiſh to live 
A life fo mean that's 1n.thy power to giye ; 
But ah, Panthea | 
Panth. Stay, for we muſt -live 
Or dye together Cyrus, take thy Choice=—— 
Give me thy Hand, my Love= Thus we will grow, 
[Panthea runs and takes Abrad, by the band. 
Joyning our ſelves together thus— Thus ſix'd, | 
By great Diana's Soul, immoveable—— 
So mingle not our Souls, nor beams of ſight fo twiſt 
As are theſe Hands united-—— Why dye ſtay !—— 
Come bear him to his Fate—— By Conſtancy, 
I vow this Hand ſhall go along with him, 
Not all yourTorments, Pincers, nor Devices 
Shall wrench theſe Knots aſunder ; no, unleſs 
You cut this off, ſo you may part our Bodies 
But then my Spirits ſhall retire that moment, 
Flying to th* part that's neareſt to my Love, 
And my loſt Hand ſhall hold him ſtill thus faſt, 
And Periſh with him as the Body wou'd. 
Cref. Behold, do not the Gods look down, and wonder ? 
Cyr.\Vhat ſhall 1 do ? Creſus adviſe me ſtraight. 
Cr/. 1 am beyond all Sence, the Miracle 
Has almoſt ſtruck me dumb Yet you had beſt 
Begone— Retire, Sir, from this melting Obje& ; 
O never interrupt ſuch Happineſs, 
But ſend theſe rare and faithful Lovers home, 
To be the Wonder of all Worlds to come. 
Cyr O how ſhall I begin! Cyeſus, Vl] do ir, 
| am reſoly*d, yet cannot though 1 wou'd ; 
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When I have gain'd the higheſt ViRtory ore 
My mind, then ſtraight I teel my climbing Love 
Aſcends by ſtealth, and reaching to the top, 
Pulls all my ſlippery Reſolutions down — 
Alliſt me Gods, and guide my ſickly Virtue, 


Entey to them Lauſaria DiſtraGed, areft like a Cupid, with a Bow and 
Quiver, followd by her Women. 


Lau. Ye daring Mortals, wow'd ye hinder me ?———y 
Let me alone, I ſay—— Prepare my Chariot ; 
Go fetch me Boreas ſtraight, and bid him bring me 
A gentle Wind to ſpread my fiery Wings, 
Then PI ride faſter than the Fleeting Air, 
Or Raceing Clouds— The Stars ſhall be my Guides, 
And ina Moment I will reach the Gods. 
Creſ. O Diſmal ſight ! 
Lauj. —— My Father weeps : If tears cou'd quench thee ! 


L. SOWS 


Take him gently from the Pile, 
O And lay him here to reſt, 
And I will fcorch for bim the while ; 
If be muſt burn, then burn bim in my Breaſt, 
Foy theye is Fire, there is ſhame 
Enough to ſet the World on flame. 


Creſ. Hear me Lauſaria, thou hadſt once a Brother 
Doom'd by the Gods to want the gift of Speech, 
And yet his Dumbneſs could not fo afflict me, 
As theſe wild words torment thy Father's Soul. 
Lauf. This Bow and Quiver were a wanton Cupid's ; 
I watch'd the Boy, as he lay down to ileep, 
And ſtole his Amunition from his fide z _ : 


And now Vve got *em, I will be reveng'd > 


On all nankind, on all the Sex at once, ps Fo 
An4 ſhoot Love's Plague into their BreaſtS=——— Stand fair, 


G IT, SONG. 


- 


Cyrus the Great : Or, 
I. SONG. 


Am arm'd, and delare 

For a Vigerous Wat ; 
By my Bow and my Quiver I ſwear 
Not a Rebel zo Love will 1 ſpare, 
This Shaft IT will draw to the Head, 
And ſhoot the great Perſian, ſhoot him dead. 
The Tyrani ſhall die, theres one will deny him, 
Let him Court ber with Crowns ſhe ſhall fly bin, 
This Shaft .] will draw to the Head, 
And ſhoot the great Archer dead. 


Cyr. Her Sence is out of Tune, her Wits not well, 

Bur yet, alas ! her Tongue is Charming ſtill, 
Lauſ. Here is a Dart by Limping Yulcan made, 

Tip'd with the Clippings of a red hot Star ; 

The ſame that Yenus, when ſhe robb'd her Son, 

Choſe from the reſt to ſhoot Adonis with ; 

PII burn you ev*ry one, till you indure 

Worſe Pains than I>=——, Ha! Cyrus there——— Have at thee—— 

I think Pve ſtruck thee, CruelFlint;l have. - +i[ She ſhoots and bits Cyrus. 
Cyr. Thou haſt indeed, and touch'd me to the quick; 

I thank the Gods there wanted but this ſight 

To rouze my flumbering Vertue Sweet Lauſaria, - 

Thaſt pierc'd my rocky Heart, and ſee-it-melts. [Cyrus/Weeps, 
Lauf. Ha! have I hurt him ! Curſt'was 1'to do ſons 

Look how the Blood runs trickling Yown' his Face—— 

Help, help Panthea, Abradatas help—— | 

Can you behold that Bleeding brave good Man, 

And not beltow one Sigh, or Tear between you, 

Indecd you are to blame I cowd ſhed Rivers, | 

And with my ſighs diſturb the endleſs Ocean. MA 2! [IVeeps. 
Creſ. Poor Girl ! She tires her ſelf with her WHd Thovghts 

When will her roving Fancy get ſome reſt? 
Lauſ. Go, go; you are a pair of Conſtant Fools, [To Panthea, &C, 

You are not fit to dwell ambngſt Mankind eee '- 

Get you to Wilds, to Fountaing, and the Woods, 

There graft your Follies on th Barks of Trees, 

And write {ad Songs upon tlPunconſtant Sands, 

W hich are as falſe as are the Hearts of Men : 

Or get you to the Eccho, Owl, and Magpye ; 

They fay, they once were Mortals like your ſelvyes—— 

Dye like &'pair of faithful ſilly Lovers, = 

Dye, dye, and get you to Flizium, * 

1 here be the things you dream of ; there be ſuch 


The Tragedy of Love. 


As are your ſelyes---- Go, get you to Elizium ; 

And I will follow you ſo ſoon as &re 

I can---- Hey hoe !---- | have a mind to flecp--- 
Creſ. Come, lead her gently to her Bed. 
Lauſ. Well let me make my Will, ſince Love muſt dyc 

And leave to cvery one a Legacy : BY 

This Dart I give—— 

To thoſe that are Ambitious of a Name, 

And fall in Love with ſuch a Jilt as Fame ; 

This tipt with Gold to Sages on the Bench 

Who have---- 

One Eye for Bribery, t'other for a Wench. 

This Wicked one that at the Pulpit Drives 

To Prieſts, who Love good Livings, hate good Livcs; 

And ſend you all to Heaven by your Wives; : 

This Matrimonial Dart, that ſhames the Giver, 

To Marry'd Folks, the worſt of all my Quiver, 

My Wealth to Poets, thrift to Eldeſt Sons, 

My Truth to Courtters, Chaſtity to Nuns. 

My Wantonneſs I do bequeath in Plenty, 

To all the Women in the World of Twenty, 

My Eyes to Alchymilts, my Brains to Schools, 

Scorn to the Brave, and all my Love to Fools. 
Creſ. What ſay you now 2? How feel you now your ſelf 2 
Cyr. ny like a Man faſt ty*d upon the Rack, 

When, feeling the fierce pain too great to bear, 

Starts up and ſtretching every Nerve about him, 

Expands his Joynts, and looſens all his Bands, 

As threads of Flax are driv*n before the Flame---- 

Now mighty Love, I will deſpiſe thy Nets, 

And like the hunted Deer, ruſh through the Thicket 

That once l fear'd, and hung by ev*ry Bough--- 
Cref. ---- Bravely reſolv'd and like the Godlike Cyrus, 


Cyr. ---- Hence, hence my Torment---- All fond thoughts of Love 


Away, and vaniſh into ſlender Air, 

And from this time, let Pity and Revenge 

Fill up my tortured Boſom in its ſtead---- 
Releaſe the Prince --- Panthea, take the Man 

You Love--- Quick, not one word of thanks, for | 
Deſerve none---- But be ſure you Charm him, hold tum 
Till he's Immortal made in your Embraces----- 
Haſte, Abradatas--- Thou ſhalt dearly pay 

For all the Pleaſures of this long?d for Night----- 
To Morrow I will Summoa thee like Fate 

Soft flumbering in Panthea's Arms. 

Abra. And 1, : 


[ Exit. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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Arm'd with the Thoughts, will meet thee like a God, ' 

Fir'd with each Kiſſes heat, that thou ſhalt bluſh - 

To ſce what Beauties happieſt Man can do. 
Cyr. Ye Gods! To Morrow ! Did 1 fay to Morrow : 

To day, this hour, a Moment is too long---- 

He goes juſt now to raviſh all thoſe Beauties , 

To ranſack ſo much Joys, compar'd to which 

Heav*ns ſtore is all but nigardly compos'd----- 

Away, away----= Pl] overtake thee elle, 

Swift as the Winds that drive behind thy Back. 


Re-enter to them Creſus. 


Creſ. O Cyrus, your ſad Creſus Daughter's Dead, 
Cyr. Dead is ſhe then. Poor Innocent Lauſaria ! 
But hold, I have more griefs to ſpeng for thee 
Hereafter— | 
Panth., Theſe ſad Diſaſters make me move but flow, 
And ſtir unwillingly to meet my Joys——,— 
I go, but ſtill to pray for Cyrus Life— 
Thou generous, great, unhappy Man, farewell. 
Cyr. Farewell And finee the Gods have ſo decreed, 
May this Divorce ſo happy be to prove 
The laſt of meetings, and the End of Love. 


Finis Aftus Quarti. 


—a—_ wy —— —_— — 


Actus Quintus, SCENA Prima. 


Enter Thomyris, Women, Guards, and Soldiers. 


Toom Ome, my brave Friends, I ſee you are reſolv'd 
To follow me, and ſhare your Queens worlt Fate. 

Remember firſt who *tis you go to fight with, 

Cyrus, a braver Man indeed not lives; 

But likewiſe call to mind your felves, a Nation 

That all mankind has look'd upon with wonder, 

Envying your State that never yet was Conquer'd 

But oh my Son! Wedrop the Precious Minutes —— 

vly Spargepyſes did laſt night appear 

Wiri the curlt Dagger, ſticking in his Breaſt, 

(1n the ſame manner as your Eyes beheld him, 

When Cyrus ſent the Royal Body home,) 
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Let Balthazar ſtill drown in Luxury, | 
Devour®d by Cycopbants, undone by Harlots, 
Whilſt with your Aid I act ſuch mighty things, 
As never Woman yet perform'd, nor Man 
Cow'd do. 


Entey to them Abradatas, and Panthea, Hyſtaſpes, and Guards. 


Panth, O Sacred joy !——- Cow'd I have thought once more 


To kneel before you, and have in theſe Arms 

The kindeſt Mother, and the beſt of Queens ? 
Abrad. O blelt Panthea's Mother, Godlike Thomyris ! 
Thomy. Riſe, dear Children, 

Bend only to the Gods, and not to me, 

To that Ambitious, happy. God, who wreſted 

This gallant Action from my feeble Arm, 

And only wov'd ingrofs the glorious Deed, 

Panth, That God was Cyrus ; who, alas ! Tormented 
With Jealouſy, the worſt of all Loves Tortures, 
Beſides the diſmal ſight of Cyaxares, 

Dying before his Eyes, flain by the Hand 
Of Abradatas, whom of all mankind 

It was expected, he the leaſt ſhould pardon ; 
Yet notwithſtanding all thoſe fierce aſlaults 
On his brave mind, to his eternal Fame, 
He has reſtor*d Pantbea to her wiſhes, 
And a loy'd Rival to his Miſtreſs Arms. 

Abrad. But we forget how ſoon tl aſlault begins, 
Spite, and ambitious. Rage have lent him Wings, 
With which ware to expect him at our Backs, 
Ruſhing to overtake us with more ſpeed, 


*Than falling Torrents, or the ſwifteſt Tyde. 


Hyſt. With Balthazar he now intends to fight— 
Love that ſo long miſ-led his Warlike Genius, 
And turn'd him from the Path of his ripe Glory, 
Having at length o*recome this worſt of Foes, 
This Moment he intends to end the War, 


And with quick Marches rouze up the AſſyrianS=—— 


I bear him coming - For on this large Plain 


Betwixt both Camps, he forms ais mighty Battel. [Cyr, Trumpets within, 


Thomy. Now, now methinks I feel the noble Fire 
That firſt inſpir?d our Amazonian Chief, 
When like a Star, ſhot from our Northern Sphere, 
Her Courage ev*ry where like light diſplay'd, 
And gave the World a wonder to all Ages—— 


EIS 4g” | 


Cyrus. the Greats Or, 
Does not this news inſpire you Country Men?” 
Kindle a Flame through al your Frozen Sinews, | 2 
Which the Sun Beams cou'd neyer do to Stythij=—— Be 4 ; 
Go, Abradatas, mount thy dreadful Chariot, ; 
Arm'd like the God of Thunder, Fove himſelf, 
Send from thy Rage his Lightning, and his Bolts : : 
Let the wild Steeds the wing'd Winds out-fiy, : 
And the ſharp hooks like Death mow all before thee, #: 
Whilſt their carv'd Limbs, and mangled Bodies drop, 3 
Like Fields of Corn before the Reapers Hand, 

Hyſt. 1 have Commands to wait you to the Camp, 
Thence to return with all the faithfulſt: ſpeed, 

And meet my Maſter in Bellowias Arms. 

Abrad. Away, Ict's rouze the fleepy Baltbazar, | 
Fierce as a Lyon, waking to revenge. F 

Panth, Come, Abradatas, ſee what Love has for thee, | 


23... 


Which take as Preſents from Pantbee*s hand ; 
Trophies far Richer then Ulyſſes ſtrove for, 
And when Pve ſeen my Mars in his Thron'd' Chariot, p 
Return I will, and in my Cloſet kneel, - we 
And never, riſe till thou Victorious be, | 
Thinking of nothing but the Gods, and thee. 

Abrad. Prepare my Soldiers ——— Hear you what he ſays ? 
Panthea calls, Panthea is the Word, CExeunt. 


As they are going off, enter on the other fade, Cyrus, Creſus, Artabaſus, 
Solaters, Guards, Sound of a March. 


Cyr. Something, my fellov+ Soldiers, I would ſay.m—— 
The Gods have often prov'd by your ſucceſs | 
That in your Breaſts Divinities are ſtamp'd | 
With all their Heavnly Courages inſpir'd; 
The Sword is not ſo uſed to cut and laughter, | g 
When guided by ſome ſure, and mighty Arm, * | Þ 
As you to fight and overcome | will | of 
Not boaſt, nor talk what I have done ; 3 
Bur let me te! you, I am Cyrus ſtill, { 
Cyrus, that will not prize-this worthleſs Life, : 
Nor yet retuſe to put it in the Scale, 

Weighed with the danger of the meaneft Soldier, 

But follow you as well as lead you on, 

There 1s but this one Battel 


That parts us from the Empire of the World 
Who wou'd not venture his laſt dropof Blood, 


T By ia 
WE: ear ITS; 


>a © REHE £ ot > G 
* _ *&t "ue T Fa LY: «4 P _—_— — A 
© * PER. bs We. 54 Fa ba. £ ” nf - Sl | _— S. 


The Tragedy of Love. 
When this fole Action makes us-All, or Nothing ; 
This over, we*li to Babylon retire, 

Whence as the Hill of all the World, you may 
Behold your ſeveral ſtately Provinces, 
And I the only Man that &er look'd down 
Upon ſo many gallant Heroes at 
One time, and bleſt an Army made of Kings. 
Cref. Haſte, for I long to face this Curſed Tyrant, 
*Till he has let out from the Heart of Creſus 
The Father's Blood, and ſtab'd the Daughter's Image 
Here in my heart ———She calls on me to go 
And end my Miſeries where they firſt had being. }. 
Cyr. O Crejus wound her not 2zain, ſhes here, 
The wetght hangs heavier on me than thou ſeeſt 
Father For henceforth thou ſhalt ever be ſo, 
Let's have no thought to Day but of Revenge, 
Deaf to the Charms of Grief, and more remorſeleſs 
Than Winds, or hideous Storms, or groaning Earthquakes, 
Hide the leaſt Species of our ſwelling Griefs, 
As Streams are Coated in a Froſty Night——— 
But after Conqueſt, like a ſudden Thaw, 
Well melt into a Deluge, and the World 
Shall drown in tears—— The Gods ſhall wonder at our Sorr0ws -o— 
And for thy Danghter Babylon ſhall Mourn, 
And nod its Spiring Pinacles to th* ground. 
No more ſhall gaudy Worſhip fill the Town, 
The Temples with their awful Shrines and Gods 
Shall caſt their Crowns and Golden Habits off, 
And in exchange wear Rags and Aſhes on 
Their Heads —— Then ſhe ſhall have a Monument 
Shall ſtop the Sun to caſt his wondering Eye, 
Aſtoniſhfd at the height, the vaſtneſs, and 
The Richneſs of it My Treaſure, nay the Worlds 
Huge Maſs ſhall all be melted to an Urn, 
And the proud Greatneſs of Maſſolus Tomb, 
With thoſe vaſt Pyramids by Hebrew Slaves 
Built to the Skye, ſhall all be Dwarfs beneath irm— 
T his ſhall the Gods and I bequeath to thy Zauſaria. 

Creſ. On then, thou Glorious Conqueror 

Fate like a Cloud hangs o're th? A4ſſyrians heads, 
The God whom all the World with dread admires, 
The Hebrews Worſhip, and th? Egyptians fear, 
Has call'd thee by a Miracle to be 
The King of this Great Empire, and the World, 
Cyr. If the wiſe God ſhew ought of me, declare it. 
Creſ, Laſt Night the Dranken Balthazar Carous'd 


With 
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With all his vicious Concubines about him, 

And Beardleſs Minions, far more lewd than Women; 

Thea in a Pride he took the Holy Treaſure . 

Brought from the wondrous Fane of Solomon, : 

And in the Sacred Cups made impure Healths 

Go round, and drank to th' Immortality 

Of their proud King, who had in {pight of Heavn, 

And its ſcorn'd Power committed ſuch a Rape 

Upon the Richeſt Shrine of all the World. 
Cyr. What but the wrath of Heaven, and dreadful Ruine 

Cou'd follow ſuch a Sacriledge / | 
Creſ, This horrid Deed drew awful Thunder from 

Th impatient hand of the wrong'd Deity 

Whilſt ſtraight a dreadful Clap was hear*d, and Lightning 

With a fierce Rage ſtruck through their guilty Eyes, 

Ard on a ſudden fnatch*d away the Flames 

That gave the Tapers light, then in thick Darkneſs 

The horrid ſounds of dying groans aſcended, 

And diſmal Voices pierc'd the trembling Earth, 

Whilſt ſtraight a yet more ſtrarige and dreadful Scene diiclos'd; 

A Bloody Hand appear'd upon the Wall, 

With a bright Bracelet ſet with flaming Stars, 

Dazeling the Eyes of all th aſtoniſl?d Crowd, 

Then with a Finger which diſtilPd warm Gore, 

The God wrote Words in Characters of: Hebrew, 

Which by a Wiſe Religious Captiye of 

T hat Nation, was Interpreted of Cyrus, a 

That you ſhould be the Aſſertor of his God, | 

Who gave Aſ]yria to the Medes and Perſians. newtal-d: » 
Gyr. O my dark Soul ! Is there a Mighty God ! _- 

(As ſure there muſt) in whoſe admir'd Belief 

My Mother's Breaſts ne*re Nursd my Infancy, 

\Whoſe Being was before all Beings elſe, 

Who is the Source, Beginning, and the End 

Of all, yet has no Source, Original, 

Nor Ending, but art that of which 1s all 

Compovy'd, and yet art ſtill the ſame, and not . 

The leſs, nor greater It then ſuch thou art, 

O help me, guide me by thy Sacred Power 

'To be the Man this Miracle has meant, 


Enter to them Hyſtaſpes, and Guards. 


Hyſraſp. Make ready, Sir, th Aſrians are approachin 
Pulht on at length by your indulgent Fate, PP 5» 
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To a deſparing Courage=—Fierce Thomyris 
And Balthazar are joyn'd—— And Abradatas 

Sits in his Chariots, midſt a thauſand Deaths ; 
He, with five hundred of thoſe hooked Waggons 
Protects the Right Wing of the Tyrant's Army, 
And Thomyris with all her of Strength the Left —— 
But Oh! Had you then ſeen Fanthea's Courage, | 
You cou'd not blame the Fates to be divided, 

How to beſtow this mighty Vidtory ; 

Whether to her, as Challeng'd by ſuch Virtue, 

Or Crown your Brave, and ſtill Triumphant Brow, 


Cyr. What ſayſt——= My Soul ſtands liſtning at my Ears, 


And fain I wou'd hear ſomething of Panthea. 

Hyſt. Fierce Abradatas ſhe her ſelf ſaw mounted, 
Clad in an Armour far more Rich and Noble, 

Than that which Yulcan made the God of War, 
Which the SkilPd Workman hammer*d from pure Gold, 
And ev*ry joint with Diamond Stars had nail'd 

*T were long to tell you how much breath ſhe ſigh'd, 
The thouſand Tears ſhe ſhed for grief, and joy; 
"Till the ſhril Trumpets calPd him ſwift away, 

O Then ſhe rais'd hey tender voice more Charming, 
And more provoking than the Wars loud Muſick 3 
Claſp'd her ſoft Hands about the guilded Spokes, 
And kiſs'd the Chariot Wheels ; 

The fiery Steeds,as if then ſlaſh'd with Lightning, 
Upon a ſudden ſtarted from her hold, 

Swift as an Arrow from a Scythian Bow, 

And left her ſenſeleſs, clinging to the ground. 

Cyr. Enough, tWaſt ſaid too much 
Ill ſhut my loitering Soul cloſe in her _ 
That ſhe ſhall never have the power to ſend 
One Truant Thought abroad, not the leaſt glance, 
Or ſecret wiſh after forbidden Love. 


Creſ. Lead us to Viftory that the Gods have ſhewn thee. 
Cyr. Yes Craſus, yes——— We come, dear {laughter'd Unxle, 


To give an Army to thy Funeral Pomp 
See, ſee, thy Daughter's Spirit, like Jove's Eagle, 
Sails o're our heads with Lawrels in her Beak——— 


. RS... ' I 
Now, now's the Sign to draw your Conquering SWOrds, 
[ Exctuis Ompeis. 


Cyaxares, and Lauſaria are the Words. 
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Sound, Sound a Charge, 
[Charge folds, 
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Scene draws, and diſcovers a great Battle between both Armies : Cyrus, 
Balthazar, and Thomyris ſeen Fighting at their Heads. Battle over, 
a Retreat is ſounded, Scene ſhuts, and then Enter Cyrus, Creſus, and Guards. 


Cyr. Now, Craſus, the Aſſyrian War is over 
Aud Balthazar is Slain Thou ſeeſt him drop, 
Whilſt his Blaſphemous Soul burſt by my fide, 
His Spirit groan'd, and gave a horrid fiight—— 
This was the bloodieſt Battle to our Foes, 
That Cer my Sword yet won. 


Re-enter Artabaſus. 


Arta. Greateſt of Kings, ; 
Immortal may*ſt thou live, and ever Reign —— 
More than two hundred thouſand of your Foes q 
Lie breathleſs in the keld None but a few 
With the bold Scythians make a quick Retreat. 


Re-enter and Hyſtaſpes. 


Cre/. Kings, Senates, -and the World obey thee, Cyrus ; 
For lo the Gods did never at a time 
Heap ſo much Greatneſs on one Man before. 

Cyr. What 1s become of Valiant Abradatas ? 

Hyft. Something to his misfortune we muſt owe: 
For with a Drove of hooked Chariots which 
He led, he firſt began a dreadful Slaughter, 
"Till the tierce Steeds, ſtung with the pointed Darts, 
Started, recoy'd, and overthrew their Guiders, 
Then, like a Whirlwind, broke through their own Ranks, 
And where *twas thickeſt, mow'd a diſmal paſſage, 
That the fad ſpaces midſt their numbers look'd 
Lixe empty Ridings through a Forreſt cut, 
S0 Avradatas is by all Men thought 
from his fierce Chariot to be hurPd and torn, 


Creſ. But the Brave Scythian Queen retr 
And whilſt the Homotyms are cager in 
Purſuit, as a Stout Lyon that is hunted, 

urns eager on the ncarelt of [is Foes, 


And tears *em piece meal, then retreats azain ; | 
So in their flight, the Scythians ſend huge ſhowers [ 
Of Mortal Arrows on theConquerours Faces, ' 
Cyr. My felf will haſte with the Cadyſian Archers, | | 
And gaul their backs with much more dreadful Flights, 
Creſ. Mingle not Sir, in the unruly Chacc 


We beg you wou'd retire into the Camp, 


Your Wounds, and Lahonr ask ſome quick relief. 


Cyr. Fly then, Hyſtaſpes,' to the Homoty 


Bid *em their vain and eager Chace give o're ; 


In the mean time, you valiant Creſus may 
Wheel round about ?em with your Lydian 
And beat *em in their Front. 

Cre/. It ſhall be done 
E xpect my Death, or the brave Queen a Pr 


Cyr. Attend me but at Diſtancetor a Moment. 


What is it to rule the World, 


To ho! the wealth, and ſumpter of the Earth, 


And find it all but Dreams of Happineſs, 
As I do? 


[.Gomg off, Lauſaria's Gh9ft riſes to vine | 
What obje& does my flattering Eyes preſent ! | 


The Lydian Princeſs, ha, it is ! tis ſhe, 
Or elſe ſome Star, the darling of the Sky, 


Dropt from the Gods, and Pattern'd in her Likeneſs lm 


But ha! it this ſhoud prove a Dream, 


Thou look®ſt quite thro? me, ſpeak, if thouart Zauſaria ? | | 


Gboſt. O Cyrus, I am come from far to bl 


To chide my Love, and ſtand *"twixt him and Ruin. 
Cyr. Thou art alive then ! ha! and thou canff talk t00mm——_— 
O ſacred joy !J—— Who told me thou wert dead ? 


Thou look#ſt thin, pale and wan, 
Give me thy cold fair hand in mine, and let 
From the cold Mantionof the Grave; 

To a warm 100m in Cyrus Breaſt for ever. 


Where is thy hand /-— Ha ! Thou art fled, and hid | 


- As ina miif. thou dazeleſt every Senſe, 
And mak'lt thy Cyrus giddy to behold thee. 


Gro, Ah! Cyrus, 


Thou may*it as well graſp Water, or fleet Air, 
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Horſe, | 
| 
| 
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Honcr, 


[Excunt Creſus aud Hyſltaſpes. 
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As think of touching my Immortal Shadow ——— 
I am the'wandering Spirit of Lauſaria, 
That ſtill dotes on thee in her Solitude 
So well, that when thou think'ſt but of Panthea, 
By ſecret Charms thou calPſt me from my quier, 
And giveſt my Soul no reſt below, nor Peace above. 
Cyr. A cold and ſudden damp fits on me round, 
Thy Eyes run pointed with thy wrongs, and ſhoot 
Quite throvgh my Heart, as thy keen Spirit with horrour 
Pierces the ground, and glances through the Air-——-— 
Thou ſtrikeſt a terrour trembling in my Blood, 
And I with torture find thou art a thing 
Immortalo—_—_—_ | 
Speak, awful Shade, what brings thee from thy Reſt ? 
Ghoſt. When I had paſgd the Lake that leads to Bliſs, 
(Bliſs ſo unjuſtly term'd by Mortals here.) 
To thoſe dull Shades, Elizium fondly call'd, 
Where the ſad Scene gives mournful Lovers Souls 
A Melancholly Proſpe& of Delight ; 
[ heard the Powers of Hell 
Call for the Fates to cut thy thread before *emmm—e 
What ſhall be done, ſaid they, with this Great Man, 
This Barbarous Hunter of the World, and Love ? 
Let us ordain that by a Woman's Hand 
His blood be in a fatal moment ſpilt, 
So to Revenge the Sex's Wrongs at ONCCmmm—_— 
Haſte from the Field—— Beware th* inrag?d Thomyris —— 
Come,follow me, Pll ſhew thee ſuch a Sight | 
Shall Cure thy Breaſt of all Love's Wounds for ever. 
Hold, ſtay, and take my Ghoſt along with thee. 
Gboſt. O Live, I charge you——— 
Live happy as a God on Earth, live ever ; 
Each drop of Blood you drain from that brave Breaſt, 
You double all the Pangs upon my Soul——— 
© think that on your js depend my Bliſs, 
Your Torment is my Hell, your Happineſs 
My bleſt Eliſium Follow me, I Charm you, 
By all the pity once you pay'd my Love, 
By all the Love you owe my Memory. 
Cyr. Lead then the way, thou brighteſt Angel Guide, 
Conduct me quickly to thy bleſt Abode. 


Gboft. 'T he Minutes come—— This way,thon gallant Cyrus. 


\ Cyr. 1 follow thee, and if my Body proves too heavy, 
Il throw zt off, and mount all Soul to reach thee. 
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Sene Draws, and diſcovers Panthea with ber Women weeping ove t! 
; led 
Body of Abradatas, whoſe Limbs ſhe had ſeeming! g br may 
a Dagger in ber band. Jeemingly fix'd to bis Body, 


Panth. I charge you lIrve——Live to excuſe my Faulr, 
And ſooth the ſorrows of the ſad Thomyris ; 
The Story of our Deaths told from your Mouths, 
May from her tender Eyes draw floods of Tears, 
But the ſad Object would have kilPd her quite=—— 
Likewiſe relate the diſmal Scene to Cyrus ; 
Tell it with all the pity that in grief 
Can be expreſs'd——Be ſure Yadorn our Ends 
As ſumptuoully with Sorrow as you Can—— 
But oh ! you need not Tell *em as they were, 
And your ſad tun'd Deſcription will ſurpaſs 
All Fiction, Painting, or dumb ſhew of Horrour 
That ever Ears yet heard, or Eyes beheld 
Wom. O caſt that Weapon from you=— 
Panth. Vex me not 
What, can't I be obey'd in Death===Now, now, 
My deareſt Partner of my Soul, I come : 
Look back as thou art in the Milky Road to Bliſs, 
And take thy lov'd Panthea with thee. 
Fom. Still you advance that dreadful Weapon. 
Panth, No more—— Theſe Hands and Feet which the ſharp Scythes 
Mow'd from thy lovely Body, I have try*d 
A thouſand times to joyn *em with my Kifles, 
- But *tis in vain O you Immortal Powers! 
Cannot theſe Kips ſo Deify*d, reſtore 
| One hour of Lifte——See what Idolaters 
You are, falſe Men !!-—You Lying Prophets ſay 
A Kiſs, a Sigh, a Tear from thoſe you Love, 
Can fetch you from the Grave to Life again, 
And make a God of the leaſt Doting Swain. 
But I have groan'd ten thouſand Sighs and Wiſhes, 
And batl'd his Body all, all o're in Tears , 
Yet find *em all too little; one ſmall drop 
Of Rain is worth an Ocean of theſe Pearls; 
That gives the ſweets that from the Roſes flow, 8-7 
And makes the Violets and the Lillies grow. | 


Yet 
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Yet I cannot reſtore one Finger back 
To Life, unleſs my heart's warm blood can do It. 


Panthea Stabs ber ſelf, and juſt as ſhe gave the Found Cyrus Enters, led in ty 
the Gboſt, 'the Ghoſt vaniſheth, 


Cyr. Ah ! cruel, ſpiteful—yet thou lovely Spirit 
Coudlt thou not bring me one half moment ſooner ? 
Give me this Dagger, and F1l plunge it in my Breaſt, 
Wipe off the ſtain of thy moſt precious Blood, 

And reak it in my own; revenge thy wrongs, 
And pleaſe Lauſaria's Ghoſt, whoſe ſhadow haunts me——s 

Panth, This Weapon I'll not part with—— 

This Glorious Relique here that ſets me free ; 
Thus I will hold it, brandiſh'd up on high, 
And die with the lov'd Paſsport in my Hend=— 
Live, happy, Cyrus, may theſe ills forewarn thee 
To ſhun the fatal Deed of croſling Love, 
Love that will neer be ſtop'd, but have its Courſe, 
Or overflow to drowning with the leaſt reſiſtance, 
Cyr._ O forgive me, bleſt Panthes ; 
And the ſame time thou leavlt thy lovely Body, 
Forgive my paſſion too, and carry with thee 
My Pardon to be SeaPd by all the Gods, 
And by the Soul of thy departed Love, 
And tell him how I took his hand in mine, 
Waſh'd with thy Tears, and bath'd in my Repentance, 
And put it to my eager Lips, and ask'd  ; 
His pardon thus =——— Ha! Horror ! Worſe than Horror. 


[Cyrus taking Abradata's band, offering to put 
it to his mouth, it comes from the. Body ; 
Panthea piaces 3t again. 


Pantb, What have you done ? Why touch you him fo rudely ? 
Give me this .Hand back to my Lips again— 
Theſe marvellous Limbs with induſtry I ſought 
Amidſt an hundred heaps of mangPd Bodies, 
And pick*d and cull'd *em, as is {itted Gold 
Parted from loads of common Drofs; 
Aad plac'd each torn-off Member in its proper ſtate, 
Jult as you {ce——Forbear again to touch him, 


For 


The Tragedy of T ne. 

For they are ev'ry one alike diſmemher'd 

Mow?d by the Hooks of his own dreadful Chari 

Fierce as the Horſes wildeſt rage cord ;-ide ? 

I feel Death's giddy vapour in my Eyes, 

And covers all my Senſes on a {nddain—— 

Lay me———O lay me gently by my Lord. { Dies 
Cyr. Die all that's good dic Sacred Love and 7 | 

Let none preſume to ſay that Virtue lives, 

That Beauty gilds the World, now ſhe is dead. 


Enter to Cyrus, Thomyris, Women and Soldiers, as terſu'd. 


Thom. There, there's the dreadful umm of all our Wos; : 
Look there, my Friends——— W hat, Cyrus Mourning o're 'en ? 
Run, run, with ſpeed, and ſnatch his hated Life—— 

Quick, e're your Foes that have you in the Chaſe, 
Prevent you Hold — And ſhall *a dye by Slaves ! — 
There is ſome Pity to his Vertue due, 

Cyr. Ha! Am I then ſurpri?d— I was to blame ——— 
Though I abhor to live, yet loth I am 
To dye by Treachery, and Cowards Hands. 

Thom. Look, Cyrus, look, I am thy Mortalleſt Fog-—— 
Thou dwelPſt ore the fad Ruines there, which I 
Look on with Horrour, at ſo great a diſtance ———— 

Do, glut thy felt Call likewiſe to thy Mind, 

My Spargepyſes Blood, and think the Fates 

Are gentle ſtil] Bend, bend your Bows, 

- Draw every one a Dart up to the Head, 

And ſend a thouſand winged Deaths to ſeize himm——— 
Yet hold—— My felt the glorious deed will do. 

Cyr. Thou dar*lt not, ſure ! Navght but thy VVomans Splcen 
Cou'd be Seducer to ſuch baſe Revenge. 

Thom. Talkeſt thou ! Now to thy Heart this pointed Juſtice, 


[4s ſhe is yeady to ſhoot at bim, Lauſaria's Ghoſt riſes up betwixt them, 
and ſtands before Cyrus, and Faces Thomyris. 


Hah! ſure there is ſomething there controls my Hand ? 
Or I am loſt in a wild Maze of Fancy —— 

What ſhining Form 1s that ſo fills my Eye / 

Cyrus, thy Guardian Genius *tis protects thee, 

That with her tender Wings Rooſts o're thy Head, 
And with a Look ſhoots awful Brightneſs through me, 


And 
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.. That ſhall adorn theſe Lovers Funerals ; 


Cyrus, farewell— And may'ſ thou live to be 
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And Fetters every thing that's brave within mew— 

My Sinews ſlack, and Nature at this Sight 

Shrinks back to her firſt feeble Infancy. _ | | 
Sold, You ſtand amaz'd —— Ler's kill him whilſt we may. 
Thom. Hold, Villains=——— What, through her Immortal Body ! 

Your Darts would all turn Heads againſt your ſelves ; 

You might as ſoon touch the bright ſhining Sun, 

Or fix your Arrows in the Marble SkyCom : 

Lcoſe, looſe-your Strings, and let fall all your Bows, 

And to appeaſe that Goddeſs, Worſhip him, 

That all the World is deſtin'd to Obey. 


Re-enter Creſus, Hyſtaſpes, Gobrias, and Artabaſus, ſpouting, 


/ Ghoſt vaniſhes. 


Cref.. He lives, is ſafe; thanks to the Immortal Powers. 
Cyr. 1 charge you on your Lives, none touch the Queen, 
And hurt no man but ſuch as ſhall reſiſt, | 
Thom. *T was never known, that any Scytbian yet 
Did yield his Perſon, or his Weapon . up. 216 C's 
Then, Cyrus, ſince great Balthazar is flain, . © 
And all our Lives too mean to adorn thy Triumph : 
O give, viithout denyal, to theſe Tears, aac 
Panthea's and her Abradata's Bodies : 
Then undiſturb'd, let us forſake this place, 
Of .all the World the fatalleſt ro Thomyrzs. 
Cyr, *Tis granted, and you may with ſafety gown 
Cyrus can do no leis to ſuch a Queen, 
Whoſe brave and generous Pity fav'd his Life =—=—} 
But begs that you would make the Town your way ; 
My Crowns, my happineſs, and Life to me 
Is not {o dear as what you carry with you— 
There you ſhall ſee what mourning Babylon 
Can do; the Fires, the Temples, and the Urns 


Cyprus, inſtezd of Lawrel, Wreaths ſhall bind ; 

The Conquerours Brows, and Groans inſtead of Shouts 

iall fill the Streets, the Houſes Lamentations ; 

All the vaſt City ſhall indead appear, 

Burt one wide ſpatious Room fi1Pd full of Sorrow, 
Thomy. No, no, cover the Bodies from their Eyes, 

Then in a Mourning Chariot place the Bridgroom, 

And his pale Bride fo leaning on his Cheek —— 


Unconquer'd ſtill, and great as Creetan Joye—--— 
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Bent a dead March—- Let Trumpets hoarſeſt ſound 
| | moe Birds of ſofter Muſick from the Air, 
And naught be heard bur Horrour and deſpair, 


LExeunt Thomyris, and all bey Party, bearing away th: Bodies of Panthea, 
ana Abradatas. Dcad Atarch Sounds. 


'  Hyſe. Live happy as a God, and o're paſt miſeries 
Reſoyct— Fate is your ſtave, and puts aud End 
To all your toyls this day—— The conquered Gloh: 
Has not that Monſter now that from its Chains 
* Durſt ſtir to interrupt your ſacred Bliſs 
_ Go, for new Pleaſures Court you ev'ry where, 
And having ſpread your Laws o're all the Earth, 
* And ſettPd firſt the Buſineſs of the World, 
Think then to make your AZedian Kingdoms happy, 
And there in Perſon wed the fair Mandana, 
Whoſe Youth and Beauty ſhall like buds increaſe, 
Still grow upon you, and with freſher Charms 
Supply your Soul, and make your joys Immortal. 
Cyr. Come, Fellow Sauldiers, let's to Babyios, 
Empreſs of Nations, and great Queen of Cities— 
Make haſte, my Frietids, and ſhare the World with me, 
All ſhall have flome——— Amongſt the meanelt here' 
Pil throw Rewards the y ſhall not-live to ſpend, 
And ſcatter Provinces as thick as Drachma's——— 
Firſt with Zauſaria's Funerals we'll begin 3 
Three Days with ſtricteſt Mourning ſhall be kept, 
And all things elſe forgattes-for that time ; 
Theſe Hands her fragrant Funeral Pile ſhall. burn, 
And Princes ſhall Officiate at her Urn—— 
I Invite you all to come and weep with me, 
O'ce this rare Miracle of Conſtancy ; | 
Let the loyd' War to gentler Griets remove; 
And mourn with ys-the Tragedy ot Love. | 


[_E xXewnt O11cs. 
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| : Spoken by the ys and Girl, - way of 
Dialogue. 


# urtain falls. 


k Gul. "OLD, hold, is the Play done ? 
_ Boy. Ay, pretty "Rogue. 

Girl. What a New PLAY without an Epilogue * 

Boy. Laufaria's dead, Panthea too. is flain, 

And wou'd you have dead Bodies riſe again ? 

| That were indeed @ wery pretty Fact, 

Tou bad enough of that in the Firſt AR 

Girl. Why, what you miake of Mr. Betterton ? 

Boy, The Curtain's dropt, and he j * is glad he's gone; P 


The Poet 100, ha ores ſo-ſore,. 

x ſearce has breath enou Sys for « one word more. 
—_— of the O12 46 s. then are kill d 
And ht: 5.4 Hero has forſook. the Field ; 


What if. we did; to cover ſuch a Blot, 
S Our ſelves toth” Audience ? 


Girl, That's well thought, 
And ſince we muſt ſay ſomething,” pray begin, 
Tou.to the Ladies, I the "Hb dh : 
Wy Ladies, if you will to or PLAY be kind, 


May ever) one, their dear it Wiſbes find ; 
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; ins thoſe enjoy they--value beſs,- —_— 


__ *-— May Virgins 
And Wives their Husbands kindneſs tothe laft. 
Az Baſlert may your Good Luck ſo continue, 
And win the Gameſler's Heart, as well as Guiney. | 
Girl. And Gentlemen, if you will like our PLAY: . 
May this good Fate attend you & ry day. 
Let no rude Borcas, from his Boiſterous Cell, 
Prophane the Curt that on your Wipe fits well. 
Norwbruſh the Sacred Powder from the Cloaths 
Of two fuch Sights of dainty dapl'd Beaux. 
May nothing bring you out of humour hither, x: 
Nor Hackney-Coach be wanting in wet weather. « i 
Boy. Ladies, ware almoſt.jure of your good Natures, i 
"[' were Cruel 10 deny ſuch Little Creatures. vb} 
Girl. And if the Men miſlike, or make a puther, 
Boy. Evads well fit 'em for t one way or other. 
"Tis a wiſe Child that knows its Father, Sirs | 
For ought we know, we may be ſome of yours, 
 Wee'll come and lay our: ſelves before- your Doors... 


\ % y T 
"TY . $6.” 
P e ba , 4 . 
_ = : Ga AS, # 
"- w- Y- he v 
IT FRANCES £ 
FEI IT IO LOS . > A 
Aa 


. 
=— 
= 7 3 p - f 
= Lo « Yi 


k *Se£ 
% LEE 


"OY A -d- Feed © WU bf CV UG ON? 'q: I 
75'Y Keptlgy's i Ruſlel- 


% 


- IT y 


| FE: Theſe Porn; jo e Printed 


+ , frect, 6s 


? "3 © i : "a | ah 
\ *J--£1 1 SY) 8: 


I; v1 6s Wraps a8 6 


RE” %, Ival Ki I 
Ki Hd. _ 


: X q k. 
: >> y 4 W « nm c* 4 . 4 7 
kT | . WY , L\4 W 8 


= ; PLANS: Ade a Otway. 


in 
I, the- Uohappy- 


4 


he Soldiers Forts. : 
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